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Summary: This is Berk, and my name is Tootheless. I am the smartest 
viking here in the archipelago. However, I am not the smartest being 
to roam these parts. My days were routine, never in my life would I 
think that my whole life could be changing in front of me. And it is 
all because of HIM! Rated T for safety. 


1 . Berk 

_**CHAPTER 1**_ 

I live in a village called Berk. 

It resides on a bitter cold ocean, in bitter cold temperatures, 
currently in a bitter cold springa€ 1 

If you haven't noticed, I'm not fond of Berk. 

My village is, in a word, dull. It's full of predictable people 
following their daily rituals, today being no exception. The only 
thing remotely interesting would be the foreigners. The travelers, 
the traders, and the dragons. 

My name is Toothless, no really, it is Toothless. The Vikings believe 
that using horrible names will protect them from trolls and other 
threatening mythical creatures. That and my parents had nothing 
creative in mind when naming me at the day of my birth. My name is 
not the worst, but I can guarantee that it is one of the top ten. 

I stop to nudge a stray lamb back into the rest of the herd. My eyes 
darting above the night sky, looking for any dragons in case they 
come my way. While doing that, I hear a painful screech over towards 
the central part of the village. Squinting to see in the distance, 
the now lit torches show me a dazed Nadder faltering in mid-flight. 
And in looking slightly below, I could barely see a glimpse of what 
was once a wheelbarrow, now nothing more than splinters. 



I knew whose handy-work that was; it was none other than the village 
chief. Stoic the Vast. Stoic was a man who had tree trunks for limbs, 
and hair as red and bushy as my sheep during the sunset hours. He 
would have had a teenage son by now, but his wife gave birth to a 
stillborn. The nursemaid took note that the babe was runty, a true 
hiccup. She said to the elder that even if the lad managed to stay 
alive, he would have been too weak and sickly to last the rest of the 
winter. A few months later, the chief's wife died an impressive death 
against a Zippleback. Rumor has it that he is still in mourning, and 
refuses to marry another woman to sire an heir. So Stoic passed on 
his title to his brother's son. 

In fact, I can see the chief-to-be now aiding in the fire brigade. 
Snotlout Jorgenson is your typical Viking, all brawn and not a lot of 
brain. I can promise you that as soon as Stoic croaks. I'll be taking 
the first ship out of here to ensure my survival. There is no 
possible way that I will be living in a place where I have to look up 
to Snotlout to solve my problems. The Thorston twins are also there 
as well, fighting and busting each other's head as per usual. 

Everyone here has heard at least one of the twin's "grand pranks" at 
one point or another. I've actually been targeted for one or two of 
them, but I showed them how _unamused_ I was at playing the part. 
Fishlegs Ingerman is hard _not_ to spot, being the behemoth he is. I 
don't know much about him to be honest. What I do know is that his 
great size and girth didn't allow him to continue the family business 
of sewing and patchwork. So his parents sent him off to become one 
with the front lines. The last person I spotted was none other than 
Astrid Hofferson. The Hofferson's have been known as the most skilled 
in battle, be it between man or beast. She is the most dedicated 
Viking, as well as the most promising. But she may be the last of the 
mighty Hoffersons. Although a valiant warrior, she is still a woman, 
she'll have to carry her husband's name. 

I was interrupted again by a passing Gronkle, stopping once spotting 
my sheep. I quickly darted across the field to scare the straggling 
sheep back in line. The dim, white beings making their way to a trail 
I made in the forest. Said trail is wide enough for the sheep to pass 
without being snagged and leads to a fenced area in the woods. There 
is enough grass there for the whole flock t last a few days, more 
than enough for waiting out a raid. 

The Gronkle now was heading for one of my smaller sheep, runts that 
have their fuzz carefully -and painstakingly- fluffed to appear 
larger than they really are. That way if I can't make it across the 
field on time, I wouldn't lose anything important. I turned away, 
focused on making sure my prized rams were making their way safely. I 
owned two rams, a young one with three-inches of horn growing from 
its scalp. The other was older, having an impressive rack that 
circles once around the ears with thick, long fleece. Both were 
strong and healthy, but the elder was more valuable to 
me . 

Unfortunately, when I perched myself on a rock to peer over the sea 
of white, I could only hear one bell ringing above the sounds of 
fearful bleating. I tried to look ahead of the flock, trying in vain 
to find two sets of horns within the brush of white. But I only saw 
one pair, that of a three inches. I looked up at the Gronkle, 
resigned to see a handsome ram within its claws. However, it was only 
a hiccup. 



My hand was now rubbing my temple, now feeling the beginning pains of 
a migraine. Somehow, someway, a stupid dragon managed to snag one of 
my rams! If I was a dragon now, I ' d be bellowing smoke rings. My eyes 
were now scorching the ram in question, body tense in keeping my 
yells inward to avoid further attention. But as I look closer through 
my red haze, I'm taking in more details. Such as the bell and horns 
that circle completely around each ear. 

I only had about two seconds to recognize my ram before it was 
suddenly yanked out of my sight, disappearing into the forest. 

How to Train Your Dragon belongs to Dreamworks. 


2 . Encounter 
_**CHAPTER 2**_ 

_I don't know why I was doing this._ 

I swatted another branch as it tried to snag onto my vest, while 
irritably picking out pine needles out of my hair. 

_I don't know why I was doing this._ 

This is what I kept telling myself as I continue to plow forward to 
where I can hear my ram's bell. Where I continue to follow deep 
prints. Where I know the dragon is waiting for me. 

_This is a trap._ 

It was obvious, there were signs everywhere. The tracks were too deep 
for its size. Eorced. The bell was out of eyesight but still in 
hearing range. Intentional. The untamed wild dragged me down and left 
me out of breath. Smart. 

I snorted to myself when that thought crossed my mind. Dragons, being 
smart. I must be tired to even consider it. Dragons were creatures 
that, like any animal, live on instinct. If cornered by the enemy, it 
would fight. If found by a stronger opponent, it would flee. If it 
was hungry, it would go after the first signs of food. Though, 
animals can be resourceful. I once saw a crow pick at a twig to dig 
out a bug that was too deep for it to reach on its own. 

Resourceful this dragon may be, clever as well. But a dragon is never 
intellectual. If a whole flock of winged beast of burden cannot take 
the hint that they will DIE in a Viking village should not deserve 
such praise. 

Some may argue that walking into a possible trap set by a stupid 
animal that has the ability to set fire at whim isn't something to be 
hypocritical about. But I knew I had the advantage. Along with the 
bell, I could hear the dragon lumbering past the foliage in its wake. 
The animal was clumsy, hitting nearly every tree it passed. It was 
also confident, not having a single care in the world that a man in 
his prime is following him. More likely than not, the beast would 
saunter on by only to trip on its own feet! 

_This might be funa€l_ 



Adrenaline now pumping, I forced myself to take even breathes as the 
line of trees broke. I didn't know exactly where we were, all that I 
knew is that Raven's Point was in view. In front of me was grass 
growing near rocky soil, and a little farther down a rock steep deep 
enough to not fool around with. Within it was a pothole, stretching 
two houses across and three horizontally. There was a third of the 
ground taken up with a large spring, with some fish swimming about as 
well . 

_A cove? Here?_ 

Pushing curiosity aside, I found an entrance that allowed me to 
safely climb down. Upon reaching the bottom, I kept myself between 
two large boulders. When reaching this area, I no longer heard the 
tell-tale sound of my bell. I had to rely on the footprints to lead 
the way, now even that was no longer reliable. The moon was long 
gone, dawn having the sky go from black to orange. I've been out here 
for nearly an hour. 

A bleat caught my attention. I craned my neck to see my ram perched 
on an outcropping, one too tall for the sheep to climb. 

_Alright dragon, where are you?_ 

As if hearing my thoughts, I saw movement from the previously 
motionless cliff face. A thin strip of the wall peeled itself from 
the shelf it was resting on, opening large eyes to face me. 

Once seeing the being move once more, the ram seemed to consider 
leaping from its perch. 

_What is that?_ 

I've never seen a dragon like it before, nor have I even heard of 
anything described as such. It was a medium sized dragon with a long 
tail, four paws, and two limp wings. It was rather skinny, reminded 
me of a cougar with it's hunched shoulder blades. It's hind legs were 
short, while the frontal were just a long and lanky as the rest of 
it's body. The neck was only slightly elongated, holding a head with 
large eyes and horns. 

_Relies on sight. _ 

_Seems flexible, and with a tail like that I should avoid dodging 
behind it._ 

_I can't see any ears or nose, deaf and lacks smell?_ 

_No visible mouth either, dang it, why does it have to be 
orange? !_ 

It was difficult to see what other features the dragon had with the 
white rock reflecting the orange light. But the beast's eyes provided 
enough comfort to where I could launch my staff in between. 

_Should have brought my bow!_ 

Rookie move. In my haste to gain back my ram, I left my trusty bow 
behind. All I had to defend myself was my shepherd's staff. I gripped 



my weapon firmly and started making my way towards the reptile. 


I didn't even make it out of the shadow of the boulders before the 
dragon grabbed my ram by it's fuzz and flew to the other end of the 
cove. It landed on the old tree, nearly dangling the ram over the 
spring. Said ram was stunned into silence once more, even when put 
back into solid ground. 

Having now no means of nabbing my ram from the present position, I 
made my way back to the entrance. I considered going after the beast 
to gain back my prize, but with how unequipped I was, I had more 
likely of a chance to lose that bet. So I began my way back to the 
village . 

_Why ?_ 

Why didn't the dragon eat the sheep? Why did it just take the sheep 
if it wasn't going to eat it? Does it have a mate? Young mouths to 
feed? Did it just want the sheep in order to lure me- 

_No !_ 

_No dragon is smart !_ 

_Clever, maybe. _ 

_Resourceful , it has to be._ 

_But smart? Intelligent? Capable of setting such an elaborate plan 
for some larger meaning?_ 

_Well, you better believe that Snotlout will succeed as chief before 
believing that dragons having a brain !_ 

No, the thing probably wanted the sheep but realized it couldn't eat 
it without a mouth! It's probably still waiting for me on the ledge, 
wanting to attack me for disturbing it's feeding. Or maybe flying 
away to greet it's brethren so they all can feast on their good 
haul ! 

At the end of my rant, I realize that I lost track of the trail that 
I followed. An hour later I find it, another hour later: I found my 
way back home, five minutes later: I have to answer to very angry 
parents on why I was gone so long and on why the sheep aren't grazing 
in the fields. 

What a fun day this was turning out to bea€ 1 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>How to Train Your Dragon belongs to Dreamworks . <p> 


3 . Not a Good Day 
_**Chapter 3**_ 

The Viking were heading out to find the nest. 
AgainaC 1 



The chief decided on venturing out, hoping to find the nest before 
the winter's ice settles. The only reason I care about this, is 
because my father volunteered to participate in the voyage. (I say 
volunteered, but really, those who were at the meeting had to choose 
between coming along or teach the new students in dragon 
training . ) 

So, here I was standing at the docks. My mother was beside me, 
talking to some of the other shield-maids. Men and women at the 
village often call my mother beautiful. I agree to a certain point. 
She does have dark hair that she keeps strangled within her braid, 
reaching her shoulders. Her eyes weren't very appealing in my 
opinion, just the basic greens of the village. The jaw was strong, 
but emphasized the masculine within her instead of the feminine. 
Body-wise, well, she was big-boned. 

Father wasn't much better, I mused when spotting the man lugging some 
supplies unto the boats. He had black hair like mine, but much more 
ill kept. His beard was a scraggly mess, even when bound. It didn't 
help that the recent raid left him with a new patch of ash and the 
smell of burn hair. His eyes were pale brown, a very odd color. Sort 
of like sun-bleached leather, or a dusty table set. His body was very 
much like the other men in the village. 

I allowed myself to sit down on the ledge of the pier, looming over 
the waters. I saw glimpses of myself within the ripples of the ocean 
waves. Unlike my parents, I was a pretty handsome man. My midnight 
hair glistened blue within my tinted mirror, my face free of the 
common freckles, and a mouth full of white, strong teeth. I had my 
mother's strong jaw, giving my 15 year-old face a more mature look. 
And both my father's and mother's eyes, their bland colors blending 
together and creating an interesting pattern. Add some of my own 
intelligence through these recycled eyes, and you get a unique gaze 
as sharp as obsidian. 

A horn was blared, and I looked up to find myself surrounded with 
family members waving to the departed. Groaning, I pulled myself up 
to watch the fleets disappear into the distance. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I caught myself before I fell asleep. I sat up straight, 
periodically clenching my hands to get my blood flowing. <p> 

I look around the barn, seeing nothing of concern or out of place. I 
could hear and see my sheep grazing in the fields through the open 
window and barn doors. Standing up and stretching, a slight yawn 
broke free. 

For the past hour, I've been musing over the fiasco with the strange 
dragon. With father leaving the village, mother went out to help 
clean up the wreckage. Leaving me alone, with my thoughts, with no 
distractions . 

I just couldn't seem to piece together what exactly happened back 
there. The dragon had the opportunity to just fly away with a good 
meal. Instead, it let me follow it towards a cove for no intention 
what-so-ever . 



I was caught trying to think of the situation and the dragon itself. 

A strange, distorted looking thing with a missing mouth. And, as I 
thought, very clumsy. Looking back, I realized that the dragon had 
slipped multiple times on the rock and roots it was climbing on. 

Along with the fact that it seemed to be a pretty weak dragon. It had 
no armor, and its claws as it's only visible weapon. I could have 
taken it on right then and there if it hadn't chosen to flee! 

But now is not the time to think about the "what ifs." Now is the 
time to think about how I could better prepare myself from this new 
adversary . 

I wandered out of the barn, returned with a rake, and started to 
pitch the hay. 

While I could move on without the lost ram, it would mean admitting 
that the beast had a semblance of intelligence. And that I could not 
allow ! 

Of course, there is no telling if the dragon left the island or not. 

I could have possibly left with a full stomach. But there is also the 
possibility of it still wandering here, wanting to find a home near 
its food source. For survival, convenience, nothing more! 

And with nearly all of the men off the island, a good hunk of the 
dragon slayers are gone. Not that I don't trust the women here, but 
that doesn't mean that Berk is in a vulnerable state at the time. If 
that dragon ever decided on attacking, it had the possibility to 
actually sneak in and out as it pleases. 

With the hay dumped out and replaced, I headed out to fill the 
troughs . 

I probably should warn someone about this predicament, Gobber at the 
top of that list. Whenever the chief is outside of Berk, his 
right-hand man and friend would take over temporarily. Not really the 
best of choices, but even I have no doubt that Gobber is the most 
trustworthy . 

Still, for the concern of others, I should warn the village. But then 
again, the dragon in question didn't seem to be anything dangerous. I 
could slay it with my bow alone, then that would stop the rumors of 
me being a "pacifist" towards the beasts. 

In a sudden rage at the thought, I overfilled the oats. 

Calm down, a muddled mind will lead to muddled actions. And I am a 
Viking who uses my mind, thank you. Minds, what size would that 
dragon have. It would possible be larger being could have a larger 
brain, proportionally speaking. But how well would it work. Something 
seemed to work in there to allow the odd dragon to escape me. Though, 
that would be because I was ill prepared. Nothing more! 

I also have to note to Gobber about the odd species, he should be 
able to recognize the breed. I heard from my mother that he was the 
one chosen to lead the dragon training lessons. Lucky for me, I won't 
be able to go. As much fun it is to see red stain everything in 
sight, I prefer a more ideal lifestyle. I may be a simple shepherd, 
but I'll be a shepherd that will be promised a long, healthy 
lif e . 



Realizing that I traded the bag of oats for my bow, I shrugged and 
continued to head for my target range. 


When reaching the large span of field, I went through the 
ever-f amiliar motion of notching an arrow. Eyes narrow, hands held 
tight yet gentle against the arrow shaft, I let it free. I smirked as 
I see my launch soar long and true towards the innermost target, at 
the very middle. A bulls-eye. 

I continued to shoot at the multiple targets, dashing to the sided, 
crouching, leaping, attempting all sorts of motions and succeeding 
each one. For the finally, I grabbed three arrows and shot them all 
at one time. Like it's predecessors, the triad shoot got all the 
targets . 

My bow, one of the many things that separate me from the other 
Vikings. While most are capable of chucking heavy axes and lugging 
huge swords, I was able to out-shoot all of them. The others would 
think that this wasn't anything to be proud of, I was able to stop 
all attacks coming after me. 

Besides, it would be very hard to chop off someone's head if you have 
a hole through your throat. 

When picking up my arrows, I didn't notice that someone was hobbling 
to me. I only took notice of the man's shadow before he spoke. Either 
way, he was the man I needed to talk to. 

"There you are lad, been lookin' everywhere for you! Lucky I found 
your ma first or else I would never have found ye." Gobber called 
from above, giving me a clear view of his hook-hand. 

"That's good, I needed to have a word with you as well." I stood back 
up to that I could see him in the eye. 

"Your mother decided on sending you off to train against 
dragons . " 

"I wanted to inform you about the sighting of a dragon." 

"What?" Somehow, we both ended up running our words together. I was 
unable to hear what he was saying, but it did involve something about 
dragons. Perhaps someone else saw that dragon and informed him 
already? 

"I said that your mother told me to inform you tha ' your going to 
join the rest of the teens for dragon training." 

"What?" There was no confusion in my voice that time. I was at 
disbelief of what I had heard. What came out of his mouth couldn't be 
right ! 

"Ye never told me you were deaf. I said-" 

"I heard what you said!" I snarled back. 

Gobber gave me a look, "You're lucky I'm not Stoic, or else he would 
have ya punished for snapping back." 



"But how am I in dragon training! I _shouldn't_ be in dragon 
training!" Mother knew! She knew exactly why I choose not to 
participate, yet she apparently signed me up! 

"Kill the sender, not the messenger. Then again, the sender was your 
mother. Oy, either way, your treadin' on thin ice. Hell hath no fury 
like a woman scorn is how the sayin' goes." Just shut up! Shut up! I 
don't have time for sarcasm! 

"Where's mom?" The sooner I find her, the sooner I could fix this 
mess ! 

"I found her in the village near the other shops, she actually 
stopped by mine earlier today. I questioned why at the time a€"being 
that she never stopped just to talk- but I guess now I 
knowa€ 1 " 

Gobber soon faded into the distance the farther I left him. I stormed 
down through the sheep and passed the firsts few housed into the 
village square. I couldn't see my mother outside, so I assume she 
ventured inward. Talking to someone in my state wouldn't be wise, so 
I bypassed the crowd and the grunted complaints. 

Mother! I told her my reasons! I thought she wanted our line to 
continue and rise out of the ashes, but it seems she had different 
plans! Oh ho ho no, that just won't do. That_ won't_ do! I don't ask 
for much, just a place to sleep, some plot for my sheep, yet she must 
feel like I drain her of all her needs! Sometimes, I just don't 
understand her. 

With all the shops searched, I was ready to pull my hair out. Mother 
wasn't found anywhere! If Gobber was jesting, he would pay for this 
somehow, someway. 

Turning to the last possible place mother could be, I opened the 
doors to the Great Hall. To my great relief, I spotted her at the 
very back of the building. I stared shoving people out of the way, 
not giving a rat's A on the complaints. That is, until I shoved a 
certain pig-faced boy into spilling his lunch onto the 
floor . 

Snotlout did an about-face, and had the nerve to snag onto my vest 
and swivel me around! I was not in the mood for thisa€l 

"Hey pretty-boy, watch where your going! I was planning on eating 
that!" The chief-to-be had one sausage of a hand pointing in the 
general direction of his spilled food. 

"Well what's stopping you? Just eat it off the floor you pig!" I was 
so not in the mood for this! 

Before he could do anything, Snotlout was shoved by Tuffnut. The male 
twin did something of a glare, meaning to intimidate me. He was then 
closely followed by Ruffnut, his female counterpart and 
sister . 

"Hey! Who gave you the right to push around the future 
chief ! " 

"Yeah! Do know who he is? You better back up sheep-man!" 



"Why don't both of you suck-ups leech off of him a different time! 

I'm kind of busy at the moment if you can't tell!" I was really fed 
up at this time. And these two bozos weren't helping the red 
haze . 

"You don't look busy now, does he bro?" 

"Nope, he just looks like a stupid person just standing there, in the 
hall, talking about stuff no one cares about, like an idiot!" 

"Uh, Tuffnut, you're the only talking at the moment" mumbled 
Fishlegs, his large form noticeably shrinking in on himself. 

"Shut it Legs, no one cares!" 

At this point, Snotlout was preened enough grow a backbone. 

"I would fight you pretty-boy, but I have a date with my future wife 
and I would like to have my hands clean for once." He leaned his head 
back to look at his "wife, " Astrid. Who promptly looked up and gave 
him an icy glare. 

"Don't let me stop you from your suicide, it would do my eyes and the 
village some good." This was too much, what happened in the last hour 
that the day went this bad? Why was I here again? 

"You think your better than me girly-man? Do you want to see me get 
ugly? I can be pretty ugly!" 

"That's the trutha€ 1 " If this is him at his best, what is Snotlout at 
his worst? A few swollen eyes and some broken teeth would do him some 
good . 

Before I could do any of Snotlout 's make-up, Astrid managed to come 
up and slug him across the face. Ruffnut and Tuffnut were apparently 
caught up in another fight and were only a ball of limbs on the 
floor. The hall now had a hog squealing on all-fours and two idiots 
knotted together. 

"Heard the news." 

"What?" I had no patience left, I couldn't remember why I came here, 
and now this chick wanted to talk. NOT. MY. DAY! 

"Dragon training, I heard my mother talk it over with your mom." She 
nodded her head toward the back, where both maternal parents could 
indeed be seeing talking. 

"Yeah, that." I growled. That's right, I came in here to question why 
mother forced me into this. I felt my eyes burn at the back of her 
head as she smiled on. 

"Well, just don't slip up! I see you with your arrows and staff so I 
know you're not inexperienced. But remember that we need to be able 
to trust each other. When we're out on the battlefield, you need all 
the assurance you can get." 

"Whatevera€ 1 " None of her advice would matter anyhow; I would not be 
going to participate in the lessons anyway. 



I walked away from the group, not caring for any one of them. For all 
of Snotlout's talk, he never did anything much to back them up. All 
he managed to do is to rally up the twins and all the little kids. 

Not exactly an ideal army to storm at the dragons. 

I was heading to my mother before I realized that she has somehow 
left the building. In the whole crowd of Vikings, I had somehow lost 
sight of my mother leaving. I looked around in vain, hoping, praying 
that she was still here. 

I left the hall in a blinding rage, wanting to just scream at the sky 
for my bad luck. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>How to Train Your Dragon belongs to Cressida Cowell and 
Dreamworks . <p> 


4. The Talk 

As soon as I left the hall, I went strait back home. I didn't care if 
mother was there or not, I was done with people at this 
point ! 

Fortunately, or unfortunately, I honestly didn't know at this point! 
Either way, mother was at home when I returned. She was casually 
sharpening her sword and dagger, acting as if nothing was wrong. The 
house had the rather rhythmic sound of scraping, but the sound only 
made my teeth grind. 

I love my mother, but this is one of those times when she has crossed 
the line! 

"Mom! I have something to say to you!" 

"Could it wait until later Toothless? The animals still need to be 
feed and I need to repair the weapons before supper." She didn't even 
look at me! All she did was continue to scrape, scrape, 

_scrape_! 

Keeping my frustration in, I managed to growl out, "No, I would 
prefer if we talk about this now please!" 

"Oh, it can't be that important." 

"It's about the dragon training I'm apparently joining." 

This caused a reaction, she stopped her grinding and looked at me. 

She gave a confused look, as if she didn't honestly understand why I 
was so upset. 

"Dragon training? Is that what this is about? What's wrong 
sweetie? " 

"MOM! " 


That finally stopped this game of hers. Gone was the supposedly 
"ignorant" and "innocent" mother, and in her place was mom. She sat 



up strait, towering over me even when sitting down. Her eyes lost 
that child sparkle from before, her eyes blank, boring a hole through 
my eyes. The only thing that didn't change was her curiosity. Again, 
it seemed as if she didn't know what was wrong. 

"Don't you dare raise your voice at me. Toothless." She wasn't mad, 
it was a rule that I should know by now. I still lived with her after 
all . 

"Mom, " this can not be delayed any longer, " why did you volunteer 
me? " 


"Why wouldn't I volunteer you? You're of age son." 

"I already told you my opinion and the reasons behind it." 

"But how will you go on with life without these lessons?" 

"I'll move away like any person with a brain would." 

"How will you find a job?" 

"Easy, I'll be a shepherd, someone who can provide food." 

"How would that make you happy?" 

"I'll be alone, away from people, and I'll be able to do whatever I 
please ! " 

"If your alone all the time, how will you meet a nice girl and 
settle? " 

"What?" 

"If you're living by yourself, then you won't be able to find that 
special someone." 

"Mother ! " 

"Then you won't be able to have your own little pairs of 
pitter-pattering feet . " 

"MOTHER! " 

This was embarrassing! We were having such a serious conversation 
before ! 

"I'm teasing, I'm teasing!" Mother chuckled at her little joke. 

This was my mother for you. She may be one a warrior of semi-high 
caliber, but she still acted on her old impulses from her teenage 
years. She may be sophisticated now, but she was a down-right rebel 
when she was younger. That is actually how mom and dad met, dad was 
one of her targets when he grabbed the last mug of mead available. 
And, as they say, the rest is history. 

But she knew how uncomfortable I get when talking abouta€ 1 girls. 
They don't scare me, but they are just so different. I'm a pretty 
good looking guy, so I actually have a few admirers. But they just 
stand there twittering like a flock of birds whenever I come near 



them. And they aren't even in my age group, all of thosea€ 1 femalesa€ 1 
are only preteens. Not that the girls that are in my age group are 
very different. They may not ogle at me, but they seem to be more 
aggressive in their tactics. 

I'm not scared, but I'm not ashamed to admit that the girls my age 
intimidate me. 

"Mother, that has nothing to do with dragon training!" 

"Not directly anyway." 

Gosha€ 1 three minutes into this and I was already forming a headache. 
I pinched arch between my eyes, the mature version of 
face -palming . 

"Mom, why did you put me in dragon training? As memory recalls, you 
even agreed to my terms. Why the sudden change?" 

"Toothless, you're still too young." she sighed. 

"But I am not a child. I know a lot more than most!" 

"No enough." 

I'm confused, she was switching moods again. This time, she was 
looking like a washed-out warrior. Her intimidating demeanor didn't 
change, but she seemed too old. I felt the sudden urge to comfort 
her, let her know that I was very much alive and well. But I ignored 
it, I had to get through to her. 

"Mom, I'm nearly two decades old, I'm practically an adult. I know 
what I want in life and it doesn't involve me living at Berk." I 
admit to myself, I was acting cruel. But I _needed_ her to change her 
mind on this. 

"I don't belong on Berk mom, my place is somewhere else. Somewhere 
where I can choose to go any direction, somewhere I can see things in 
a different view, somewhere the sky is the limit, somewhere I can be 
me. I am not a Viking, and I don't want to be one." 

I already explained this too her, but here, I was making sure she 
understood how _I_ felt. The gloves where off, and I told her the raw 
truth . 

"I don't want to live here any longer than I need to. I want to see 
the world. I know that need to be somewhere else, you know how I am 
when I was grounded! I'm not stupid, I know that everything isn't as 
I seems, I know that nothing is safe, I know that I'm not invincible, 
but I also know that I need to be able to spread my wings." 

During my speech, she had kept quiet. She looked into my eyes and 
held my gaze. Despite Berk's chilling air, we both didn't break 
contact, both never blinking. My emerald bore into her green eyes, 
time slowing down around us. 

I didn't know how to describe it exactly, it just something that we 
would all do to one another. Dad does it with mom when they argue 
over something and to me when I was smaller. These stare-downs are 
just tradition in the household, to help decide who is right or 



wrong. But that didn't mean the "winner" would win the 
argument . 


This was one of those times. 

We talked more about the subject, but I got no further answer from 
her. Well, nothing she didn't already tell me. She complained about 
protection, but she herself witnessed my bow practices. She talked 
about the future, which was something that I had to explain again. 
She talked about the past, on how long the tradition has lasted and 
on the demise of countless villages. Every question I threw at her, 
every single one, she avoided and countered. I didn't understand it, 
but I clearly understood that this was something that she strongly 
believed in. 

She wasn't going to change her mind anytime soon. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 
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5. First Day of Torture 

The day of training has begun. There was no way I could change my 
mother's mind, but that didn't mean I would let the others walk over 
me. If I couldn't leave, then I was going out with a bang. 

I stood in front of the bridge entering the training grounds. I had 
little sleep the night before and took care of my chores during the 
night. This left me very early, with nothing to do. I really couldn't 
do much besides wait for the others to arrive. I adjusted the strap 
to my arrow sling for the tenth time, making sure it was in easy 
access. My bow was in my hand, freshly twined and practiced with so 
the string wasn't stiff. All of my arrows were straight, had their 
matching feathers, and had their tips blunted. I recollected myself 
again after another few seconds . 

After what seemed forever, I saw the other trainees coming. Gobber 
was with them as well, his tilted stride hard to miss. As they got 
closer, I could see the other teens. Fishlegs, Ruffnut, Tuffnut, 
Snoutlout, and Astrid were there. 

Joy . 

I didn't feel like getting a headache yet, so I headed across on my 
own. This left me alone for a few precious moments at the entry gate 
before they came. Gobber took his sweet time, hobbling one foot after 
the other, leisurely grabbing the gate, and made a dramatic 
greeting . 

"Welcome to dragon training!" With this announcement, he opened the 
now opened gate and allowed us entry to the Kill Ring 

I didn't see anything special with it, but to the rest, it was 
something to be basked in. The rain from this morning left puddles in 
the ground, the walls were wet stone with scorches, and the roof was 
a network of chains being held up like a tent. It really wasn't 



anything special, just a hole in the ground with a rusty chain roof. 
However, the other teens were gazing at the place in awe. I vaguely 
wondered if anyone else noticed the large, growling doors. 

"I hope I get some _serious_ burns." 

"I'm hoping for some mauling, like, on my shoulder or lower 
back . " 

"Yeah, it's only fun if you get a scar out of it." 

"What?" I couldn't help but hear the three's conversation. The twins 
and Astrid were just entering the ring, and the first thing they say 
is wishing for scars? What the heck? 

"Why," I chuckled "would you hope for something like that?" 

The teens stopped walking, all were looking either at me or the 
potential fight. Snotlout sauntered up to me, his pig nose pointed to 
the sky. 

"And what is wrong about that? Scars are awesome! It's just another 
way of saying how awesome someone is! Like a badge, or something. 

Like this cat scratch I have on my elbow! See that Astrid?" He looked 
back to wink at the poor girl, apparently showing off his 'awesome' 
scar . 

"Oh, that makes so much sense now." I gave him a bland look, making 
sure to lay the sarcasm heavily. "So getting scars show that you're 
'awesome' enough to just barely escape death, right?" 

"Yep! " 

"And 'awesome' enough to get yourself injured enough to mare you, 
right ? " 

"Uh, yeah! Sure, why not!" 

"Then, surely, that means that scars are 'awesome' prizes that don't 
cripple you right? Let's say, a missing limb or a blinded eye." 

"Oh no! Those totally count! Why, the larger the scar, the awesomer 
you get ! " 

"Oh! So then Gobber is more 'awesomer' than Stoic, huh?" 

"No, Stoic is so much better." 

"But he doesn't have any missing limbs like Gobber has." 

"That's what makes him that much cooler! Stoic is so good that he 
doesn't get scars!" 

"So, no scars equal even more 'awesome' points than a 
scar ? " 


"Totally! " 

Gullible twit. I left him standing there, smirking as he looked 
pleased with "convincing" me how cool scars where. Surprisingly, 



Gobber and the girls were laughing with me. But this didn't last 
long, because Gobber started announcing more to us. 

"Let's get started! The recruit who does best will win the honor of 
killing his first dragon in front of the entire village!" He said 
this while walking to one of the cage's entrance. 

"Behind these doors are a few of the many species you will learn to 
fight. The Deadly Nadder- 

"Speed 8, armor 12." 

"-the Hideous Zippleback-" 

"Plus 11 stealth times twoa€ 1 " 

"-the Monsterous Nightmare-" 

"Fire power 15." 

"-the Terrible Terror-" 

"Attack 8, venom 12!" 

"Will you stop that!" 

During Gobber 's 'introduction,' Fishlegs has been giving his 
two-cents on the dragons. I, had no clue what nonsense he was 
spouting, something about numbers? 

"And finally, the Gronkle." 

"Jaw strength 8a€l" 

And for what reason does he think that I can get use from this 
info? 

Gobber had rested his hand on a lever, but now he grasped it firmly 
He had a strange look on his face that didn't seem good for your 
health . 

"Whoa whoa, wait! Aren't you going to teach us first!?" 

"I believe on learning on the job!" 

Correction, for _my_ health! 

Next thing I knew, a flying bolder was coming right at my face! 
Letting the familiar pull of instinct take over, I dodged to the 
right, avoiding the charge. I let out a wince when I heard a solid 
bang when stone hit scale. I knew that Gronkles had thick, durable 
skin that most Viking complained about, but it seemed all the more 
threatening in the ring. 

"Today is about survival, " Gobber informed us from the sidelines, " 
you get blasted, you're dead!" 

Well he didn't have to be no nonchalant about it! I wonder how he 
would feel if he was down here with no weapon, no escape, and no 
guidance while some other jerk is laughing at him! Wait, I wasn't 



defenseless, I had my arrows! 

"Quick! What is the first thing you're going to need?" 


"Plus 5 speed ! ? " 

"A weapon!" I pulled out my bow and arrow, if I could just snag the 
eyea€ 1 

"A shield!" 

"Shield! Go!" 

"What?!" At his signal, everyone else ran up to the round objects 
scattering the floor on the other side of the ring. But why were 
they? If you have a weapon, then you can get the first shot! Every 
second counts in battle, there is not a moment to waste! 

"Your most important piece of equipment is your shield. If you must 
make a choice between a sword or a shield, take the shield!" 

I was in such shock, I actually froze on the spot. I only regained 
reality when Gobber snatched my bow and switched it with a shield. 
With the last latch in place, he gave back my weapon and wobbled 
back. Now I had a big, clumsy piece of wood a€"of all things to make 
your protection with against fire-breathing dragons- attached to my 
arm. The thing was awkward, there was no way to pull back the string 
without the stupid plank screwing up my aim! 

"Get your hands off my shield!" 

"They're, like, a million shields!" 

"Take that one, it has a flower on it, girls like 
flowers . " 

CLANG ! 

"Opps, now this one has blood on it." 

The twins got themselves in a fight, over a shield no less! That 
alone was a stupid reason to pester over, but they took it further, 
the two siblings were fighting over the _design_ on the front of the 
plank. It was really no surprise that two were the first ones 
out . 

"Tuffnut, Ruffnut, you're out." Did he sound bored now?! 

A few grunts answered and the pair left the fray. Two down, four to 
go! Still heaving the clunky object, I circled the creature. Even 
with my arm dangling, my feet still had the grace I was born with. 
Light feet skirted a safe distance away, far enough to stay out of 
the dragon's line of sight, but close enough to still be in the 
'fight.' It was annoying, but I kept my weighted arm stiff, steadying 
my aim to shoot at the eye. I took a deep breath, and started to lift 
my first and middle finger- 

"Those shields are good for another thing, noise. Makes lots of it to 
throw of a dragon's aim!" 



The teens quickly banged their shields with their chosen weapons, 
clanging and banging away my focus. I growled when my arrow, which 
was perfectly aimed at the slit of the eye, shot itself at the stone 
wall. My sudden anger, and the constant crashing and bashing, started 
up a migraine. What timing! I didn't even have to say, 'it can't be 
worst ! ' 

Eye twitching, I ignored the other's glares at the lack of obedience. 
Unlike me, they had their stone tools making the loudest noises they 
can. Not only did I think this was pointless, but I didn't have the 
proper banging tool. My bow may be stronger than most, but it was 
still made of wood. If it didn't break at the abuse, it wouldn't make 
the sound needed to confuse the dragon. 

"All dragons have a limited number of shots, how many does a Gronkle 
have? " 

" 5 ? " 

"No 6 ! " 

"Correct 6! That's one for each of you!" 

"I really don't think-" 

Fishlegs was thankfully cut off by a well put fire blast. The ball of 
fire didn't hit him, but rather, the arm that was in the air. Lucky 
for him, that particular arm had a plank of wood there. 

"Fishlegs, out!" 

The bookworm took it like a man and promptly let out a shriek as he 
left. Three are out for the count, leaving another three in the 
battle. I saw the Gronkle ' s eyes look strait into mine, and saw it's 
gaping maw glow red. I managed to dodge the lump of magma, and even 
was able to leave with only my shoes showered lightly in embers. In 
my haste to avoid the shot, my shield hit my leg. I nearly tripped, 
but I could already feel a pulse as a bruise started to form. 

"So anyway, I'm moving into my parent's basement, you should come by 
sometime to work out, you look like you work out." 

The sound of the Gronkle ' s launch was followed by the sound of an 
airhead being popped. 

"Snotlout, youre done!" 

And then there we're two. 

"So, guess it's just you and me huha€ 1 " 

"No, just you." 

This came from the girl who wanted me to be part of the group? Nice 
warning, I was just able to puzzle out what you were saying when the 
beast's fire flew across my face. 

"One shot left ! " 


I was sick of this, I didn't even want to be here, yet I was still 



being played like a fool! Not only that, but they were teaching us 

all flaws! You can't fight with a shield, you can't move, and you 

can't even protect yourself! This useless piece of hazard was made of 

wood for crying out loud! What good would it do to a 

_f ire-f reaking-dragon_! My headache escalated, leaving a ring 

whenever my heartbeat thumps against my 

temples . 

Thump-innnnnnnnnnnnnnnnng . . . 

How did we survive seven generations of this! We were lucky enough to 
live one week! 

Thump-innnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnga€ 1 

What would you do with only a shield!? Against a dragon, none of the 
attacks you can use will do anything! You need a weapon! I thought 
all Viking knew this! The only way you can kill a dragon is with a 
weapon, you don't hear dramatic stories about a guy who won with a 
shield ! 

Thump-innnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnga€ 1 

If they can't figure _this_ out on their 
owna€ 1 

Thump-innnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnga€ 1 
_I'll show them!_ 

I wrestled with the leather straps, ignoring how I scratched at my 
skin. After tearing away the atrocity, I swiftly grabbed an arrow. 

The holder on my back felt heavy, there were too many arrows. During 
this whole training session, I only used one. These took a large 
chunk of my time, time that I won't get back. These were made 
especially for training, now seemingly useless. 

"Toothless!" Gobber yelled, surprised at my actions. 

I pulled the string taut, a sneer formed at my rage. I felt anger 
toward the ignorant Vikings, but I wasn't allowed to attack them. So 
all I could do was relieve this stress on the flying target in front 
of me. My keen eye lined up my arrow, right at the eye of the 
charging beast. Before I shoot my arrow, a sudden thought 
appeared . 

Do all dragons have the same eyes? 

I let the arrow fly, watching it soar through the chain net and out 
of sight. I was confused at this, what happened to the Gronkle? Where 
did it go? What was I aiming at? Why was my side hurting? 

Before, only my leg was smarting from the hit it took from my shield. 
But now, my whole left side was hurting. My elbow was bleeding, my 
knee skinned, and my head had a suspicious knot. I rolled back on my 
feet a€"when did I hit the ground?- and witness a wrestling match 
between Gobber and the Gronkle. 

"That's six. Go back to bed you overgrown sausage!" 



Something wasn't right, but I couldn't remember what. I knew that I 
had the Gronkle in my line of sight, but what happened afterward? I 
attempted to think back, but my head wasn't working. All I could 
decipher was an arm, scales, and hard rock. 

It took a few more moments, but our instructor was able to cage the 
beast back into it's cage. Even with having it's shot limit shot, it 
still fought with all it could. I could still hear the reptile 
chuffing through the thick, bolted doors. 

"You'll get another chance, don't you worry!" 

Though Gobber remained unfazed at his tough tug-a-war, the rest of us 
were panting and leaning over ourselves for balance. I myself was 
still on the ground, breathing a bit fast from the exertion. Once I 
was back on two feet, I looked up to find Gobber in my 
face . 

"Remember, a dragon will always, _always_, go for the kill." 

He was looking at me specif ically , as if I needed the reminder. 
Thoughts were forming back, my mind was changing itself back into 
working condition. 

I had everything under control, I could have ended the beast if 
someone would have allowed me to. But our "teacher" had to 
"helpfully" inform us on how to fight. Thanks to his "wonderful" and 
"useful" facts. Berk will now have a nice batch of wood-wielding 
warriors prepared for battle! 

Grumbling to myself, I forced my way between the other teens. I 
ignored the snide comments and rude remarks, choosing to walk briskly 
to the woods. I needed to clear my head, a peaceful stride through 
the forest should help me. 

Between the border of Berk and the beginning of the tree line, my 
mind recalled something. During my second attack at the Gronkle, I 
had wondered about it's eye color. Actually, I was thinking about 
dragon eyes in general, and if the all looked the same. Why did I 
ponder over such a thing? Why did I care? What brought this on? 

A certain dragon came to mind, one who was blending with the orange 
rocks and had large, green, silted eyes. Black silts were surrounded, 
not with the Gronkle ' s amber eyes, but with a green, grassy color. It 
was completely random, and it confounded me to why it was so. So one 
dragon out of thousands had green instead of yellow, no big 
deal . 

But it was a dragon out of thousands that had green eyes instead of 
yellow. Monstrous Nnightmare, Hideous Zippleback, Terrible Terrors, 
Deadly Nadders, they all had the same color as the Gronkle ' s . Why was 
this one different? 

Time passed as I pondered, and my feet lead me to a strange, but 
familiar, site. It was the cove, the small lake mirroring the sky 
above. It was really a beautiful find, with the roots of trees 
entangled and sprouting from the rock, moss and grass giving this 
freezing isle life it usually does have, and a singing bird in a nest 
high above on a tree branch. Beautiful. 



However, with these thoughts came the memory of before. Memories of 
the strange dragon that stole my ram, and allowed me to escape. 
Cobber's warning came to mind, and a single question seemed to ring 
in the air around me. 

So why didn't you? 

That was when I heard a boulder move. 
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6 . Mind ' s Eye 
"LET ME OUT!" 

Eor what seemed to be the thousandth time, I tried to climb the roots 
of a tree to the top of the cove. And then proceeded to loose my 
grip, fall, and wipe away dirt on my now soiled clothing. I looked up 
to the beast that had trapped me here, watching his silted eyes stare 
innocently back at me. 

"Let me out you piece of scat so that I may proceed to skin you alive 
and wear you as armor!" 

There was little reaction from the giant lizard, only a slight tilt 
of the head. It's massive ears opened at its widest, uncurling from 
it's usual horn shape. 

I snarled at it, "I am not a pet! I am a human being! I will not be 
trapped by a stupid, idiotic, _brainless, _DRACON ! " 

Ditching the roots, I ran back to the other side of the cove. I could 
feel a hole in my wet boots, the sole being worn down from all the 
climbing attempts. My arms were hurting from their constant use, my 
knees shook from the recent landing, and my hands were rubbed raw. 
Still, I ignored the way my breath panted and continued to find a way 
out . 

I entered the cove after training, intending on clearing my head. But 
not long after, the dragon I was just thinking about decided on 
moving a boulder large enough to block the only exit. Ever since 
then, I have been slowly loosing my sanity as I tried to escape. I 
tried it all, the rocks, the roots, I even swam in the pond! Through 
it all, the green eyes of the one responsible peered at me from the 
lip of the cliff, mocking me. 

Now I was cold, wet, dirty, and tired. 

I tried to find a foothold; I was already halfway out of here! But 
the rock I was holding gave away, and my second hand wasn't fast 
enough to grab another support. I fell to the bottom again, and 
couldn't find the energy to move anymore. 


I lied there, felling the abuse I put my limbs through. I groaned it 
pain, I closed my eyes in exhaustion, and I nearly fell asleep right 



there. The grass and dirt underneath me felt so soft at the moment, 
the evening air was cool and comfortable, and the woodland noises 
were like a lullaby. I could sense my mind being slowly shut down, 
and my eyes had blackness crawling around the edges. 

But I remembered the dragons still, so I shoved all that aside. I 
moaned when my muscles refused to move, but managed to at least sit 
down and lean against the wall. I was too tired to glare. All I could 
do was try to keep my eyes open. 

I heard something land close by. I looked up to see the dragon climb 
on the rock pillar, the one where I first saw him. Though, his orange 
coloring was a stark difference against the white stone. It was hard 
to ignore he was there. I couldn't see the sheep, nor hear it. I 
assume that it has been consumed already. Strangely, I didn't care 
about it anymore, all I wanted to do now was to leave and find a 
place to sleep. 

The dragon only looked at me, poking his head out from its perch. I 
could see its tail swishing, watching it whip and curl with each lazy 
movement. I could see its wings too, literally draped on its 
shoulders, black in color. Upon closer look, what I though were horns 
before was actually his ears. They were huge, just as big if not 
bigger than his eyes. I saw them open up whenever it was really 
quite, and then close back when I started yelling again. 

He just kept staring at me, unblinkingly . It unnerved me a bit, 
especially since I was now too tired to fight back. I was vulnerable. 
I would be panicking, but my sore body refused to move. Instead, my 
equally tired mind only noted the oddest thing about this beast. 

I still couldn't see a mouth on it. 

I could see his eyes clearly, I could see his horns, I could see his 

frill around his head, and I could count his 'freckles 'if I really 
wanted to. But I couldn't see a mouth, it was very unusual. 

He, I assume it's a he, gradually rose up from it's perch. I now saw 

some of his neck, slightly elongated, not like a Monstrous Nightmare 

but not like a Terror's neck either. It stopped short though, like it 
was mulling something over. Then he looked back at me, giving out a 
croon of sorts. 

My anger was long gone by now, and my fear was lost in my need to 
sleep. My mind was ignoring common sense, instead listening to 
instinct. For some reason, confusion was the only thing I was 
feeling. Why confusion of all things? Shouldn't I feel threatened? 
Shouldn't I feel exposed to such danger? My head was too numb to 
think deeply, so I just pushed it aside. I turned my head, the only 
way I could express myself. It surprised me when the dragon's head 
also tilted. 

I was tired, really, really, tired. But I somehow felt safe enough to 
fall asleep, looking into the eyes of my enemy. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I woke up when the rain started. Unfortunately on Berk, all rains 
began pouring. I found myself face first on a puddle of mud in 
seconds. I had half my face caked in mud already, not to mention my 



feet being frozen from my previous swim in the pond. I got up from by 
wet bed and wiped away any other dirt from my person. I didn't help 
much . <p> 

My clothes were trashed. My shoes had holes, my pants had mud stuck 
between the seams, and my shirt had tears on the sleeves. The only 
thing that seems reusable was my vest, it only had mud stuck to it, 
easily washable. And to think I have to return to mom like this. I 
was so dead. 

I stood up to start walking back, when I realized where I was. 

Through the rain, I could see the forest all around me, their 
branches drooping from all the water. The trees stretched as far as 
my eyes could see, which was not long. But what threw me off was that 
these trees used to be out of reach, too far up to even see the tips 
on some of them. 

_Where ' s the cove?_ 

I used to be trapped, surrounded by white rocks. I could still feel 
my body smarting from all the times I had tried to escape. I remember 
trying fruitlessly to find a way out of the cove. Now I was out, 
without any memory of escaping my prison. 

_Where am I?_ 

Was I back in the forest? Was I still on Berk? Or was I on a 
completely different island? These questions and more swarmed my 
brain, making me frantic for answers. I whipped my head around, 
looking in one direction, then the other. Are these the same trees as 
the ones at home? Wasn't there a nest in that branch, or was it the 
tree over there? I looked up, squinting at the rain pouring down. Is 
this Berk's rain? Why couldn't it rain somewhere else? What would the 
stars be? Would I be able to spot the North Star and find my way 
back? 

I moved in circles during my scouting, and managed to fumble and land 
back into the mud I woke up in. Fortunately, only my pants suffered 
any damage. I glared at the dirty water, but stopped when I spotted 
footprints. These footprints weren't from any human, it was too big. 
These prints were also too deep for any Viking, but they seemed 
forced. I recognized the print, not too long ago, I followed them. 
These prints led me to the cove I was trapped in, when I was looking 
for my ram. 

These were the dragon's, but I was reluctant to follow them. The 
first time, it led me to my future cage, would they lead me to 
another trap? Despite what I thought, there was really no other way 
of knowing where I was. Besides, the dragon wasn't being hostile to 
me earlier, he might just be playing with me. He could just be a baby 
dragon fooling around with me, laughing and cackling at his own 
little jokes. 

_0r he could be playing with me like a cat would to a rat._ 

I shook my head. Even if this made sense for a dragon to do, I was 
not rat. I was human being, I could outwit any Viking or beast that 
comes my way! With that in mind, I slowly followed the tracks left 
for me. I took every step as if I was on thin ice, I had no idea what 
this dragon had planned for me. la rather large tree, and my jaw hit 



the ground. 


From my vantage point, I could see smoke coming from the fires in the 
houses bellow. I was on a hill. Raven's Point off to the side. I 
could barely see the houses, but I could see the building on the 
other hill. I could see two barns, a fence blocking the herd from 
grazing too far. I squinted my eyes to see two figures, one carrying 
a wheelbarrow and one in the wheelbarrow. If I strained my ears, 
familiar moans could be heard. 

I was still on Berk. That was Mulch and Bucket over there. And that 
must be the chief's house, and that the healer's! Such relief filled 
my being, I actually found myself smiling at finding my boring 
village. Despite my abused body, I ran down the hill and through the 
forest to get back home. 

That happy feeling only lasted another second before my brain went 
haywire. As soon as I peaked that hill, there were no other tracks in 
sight. They could have been washed out or filled in with the mud and 
rain, but I could see the pits of prints behind me. Just the same as 
last time, theses tracks were intentional. They were here for a 
purpose, this one being me finding Berk. 

But, why? Why would a dragon do something like this? What was it's 
purpose? If it wanted to eat me, then it would have back in the cove 
the first time. If it wanted to lure other Vikings with me, why have 
such a willing culprit? Wouldn't a screaming babe attract more 
attention than one lone-wolf of a teen? If it wanted my sheep for a 
food source, then why would it kidnap me? I was the shepherd, yes, 
but it should have known that the sheep are too dumb to care about 
anything outside of their own little world. 

_No ! It shouldn't have known! It's a dragon, dragons are not 
smart !_ 

This little voice continued to yell out facts to me, trying to 
convince me that it is right. But, now after going through what I 
did, it was much harder to agree to. That dragon managed to trick me, 
twice! Not only that, but I fell for the same thing twice! I followed 
the convenient footprints, and both led me to the cove. I was lucky 
to get out the first time, but the second time was all at the dragon 
mercy . 

_Face it, that dragon played you like a fiddle_. 

There was no denying it now, that dragon had a brain. Out of all the 
dumb species we ran across, the one with the brain went out for me. 
But, again, why? And how? How did it know that I would go get my 
prized ram if it was stolen? How did it figure out which ram was 
which? Has it been watching me? Has it targeted me for a 
reason? 

_Why was it on Berk in the first place?_ 

From all the raids I have seen, all the dragons came from their 
unknown isle at Heliem's Gate. We all saw them come from that 
direction, and we all have seen them leave the same way. Never once 
did we find a stray dragon fly to another region. So why was this one 
here? We barely had enough food for ourselves, how would this small 
island support a dragon's appetite? There were no other dragons here 



a€"as far as we've heard- so a potential mate it out. No dragon in 
their right mind would live here, not when their sworn enemies are 
their neighbors! We would attack anything hostile, and we would kill 
dragons without remorse. 

_Dragons will always, always, go for the kill._ 

Gobber's teaching went through my head, stopping any other questions. 
Despite everything else he taught in the ring, he was right. Dragons 
were merciless monsters, taking what ever chance they could to rid 
themselves of enemies. If they saw a warrior weaponless, they will 
attempt to chase them off a cliff. If one noticed a Viking injured, 
they will leave ashes where there was once a body. If they saw 
anything flammable, they set it alight. Destructive, brutal, 
horrifying monsters that hunt all of us in our sleep. 

_But were we any better?_ 

I didn't know where this came from. With this now in my mind, I 
actually started to consider it. Dragons were our mortal enemies, we 
have been fighting them for over five generations. So, technically 
speaking, the dragons would be the same. Right? Let's just assume all 
dragons had minds of their own. In their mind's eye, we were the 
destructive, brutal, horrifying monsters that they warn their 
children about. 

When on attacks, then a whole swarm suddenly appears. When one falls, 
two take his/her place. The Vikings shoot rocks with rope to tie them 
down, crippling them, grounding them. We wear their teeth and claws 
as accessories, the ghost of the living haunting them during the 
fight. We charge at them, steel glinting and shields at the ready, 
one living mass. We take prisoners, forcing them to an open cage. 
Every time they get out for training, they could see the sky. They 
could see the clouds, the sun, the blue sky. They could feel the 
wind, but can do nothing when little Vikings are between them and the 
chain . 

_We sound like monstersa€l_ 

Good thing that they don't have minds of their own, they're nothing 
but animals. 

_A11 but one..._ 

By now, I could see building betweenthe trunks of tree. The rain was 
still dumping everything it had on me, I welcomed it, the cold numbed 
my body. My mind was empty of thoughts, along with my stomach. My 
belly growled and sent a hollow feeling throughout my body. I had an 
early breakfast this morning, I had no lunch during my walk in the 
woods, and my training and escaping drained me. I was really, really 
hungry at this point. 

I pushed away the tall doors with semi-difficulty. I normally have 
little problems opening the mead hall doors, but my arms still ached 
from my episode in the cove. I closed them with the same amount of 
difficulty, keeping as much water outside as possible. I made my was 
to get my food, but halted when I spotted the other teens at a table 
with Gobber. 

"Where did Toothless go wrong?" 



"He didn't do nothin'!" 


"He got scared stiff!" 

"He didn't do what he should have." 

Crud, not this again. It seemed that they were reviewing how training 
went, and I entered when I was being critiqued. Lucky me. I glared at 
all of them, ignored Gobber's agreement, and grabbed the plate full 
of cold food. I had to get my drink around Snotlout. I made my way to 
get it when he started to shuffle his way to me. He apparently 
thought that I wanted to sit with the 'cool' kids, nitwit. I gave his 
seat a kick, making his gut greet the table. Then I obtained my 
drink, almost smiling at Snotlout 's wheezy breath. 

"You need to live and breathe this stuff." 

A slam was heard. I looked over at my spot on an empty table to try 
to see, but only got a back full of Gobber. Eww. 

"The Dragon Manual, everything we know about every dragon we know 

of . " 

Thunder boomed outside, but I hardly noticed. My eyes had spotted the 
large book on the table. It was noticeable old, the cover stained and 
the edges of the pages worn and torn, but my mind processed what 
Gobber had said. My body froze, this book could have the answers I 
was looking for. 

"No attacks tonight, study up." 

The twins started complaining about reading, but I was tuning them 
all out. I wanted to jump up and snag the book so that I could find 
that dragon, but I chose to stay down instead. I may be curious, but 
some of them would be suspicious of me acting as such. Well, not the 
twins or chief, but Astrid and Fishlegs would suspect something. 
Astrid was smart, I guess I'd give her that, she might be able to 
theorize something going on. Fishlegs might have a clue, but he might 
just be wondering why I took a sudden intrest in dragon species all 
of a sudden. So I had three choices, get questioned by a rabid 
she-male, be classified as a nerd, or remain my title as 
lone-wolf . 

"I read it, like, seven times! There is this water dragon that spews 
boiling water at your face! And, and, another one that buries itself 
for like a week and-" 

NOPE! No, no, no, no, no, biggest nope that I can offer! There is no 
way in any of the hells that I will be grouped up with _that._ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>It was dark now, mother would question why I was out so long. But 
I would just tell her the truth, I was tired after training, took a 
walk in the woods, lost track of time, and started reading the manual 
like Gobber recommended, easy.<p> 

With a few candles around the book, they gave me enough reading light 
in the pitch blackness. I looked at the cover, staring into the eye 



of the stylized dragon on the front. I begged to Odin that this book 
would have the answers I needed, after that, I then opened the 
book . 

The book even smelt old, having a smell I could only describe as 
dusty, some parts of the pages were thin too. The pages were made of 
the sturdy, thick paper, but the pages were rubbed so much from 
calloused fingers that it has worn down flower petal thin. The runes 
on the sheet were written in charcoal, bold and slightly smeared 
across the pages. It was still legible. Viking having enough pride to 
be somewhat gentle with one of their most prized 
possessions . 

"Dragon classif icat ions : Strike Class, Fear Class, Mystery Class." 

I was shocked to find that someone actually classified the different 
species, I guess some Berkains do have brains. Unfortunately, it was 
only pretty words to me, I had no clue how dragons were grouped. 

Since this was my first time looking at all the known dragons, all I 
could do was check each dragon listed here, one at a time. 

I gently lifted the page, exposing a picture of a dragon with a large 
mouth, wide body, and small eyes. It was some species called a 
Thunderdrum, known for their sound blasts. If there was any dragon 
the opposite of the one I found, this was it. I flipped to the next 
page . 

The Timber jack was known for it's talons on its enormous wingspan. 

Not the dragon I was looking for, but man does it look 
cool ! 

Scoldron, this was the one Fishlegs was talking about. This dragon 
doesn't shoot flames, but it makes up for it by boiling water at a 
scalding temperature. When threatened, it will shoot salt water hot 
enough to leave a two degree burn. Neat. 

A Changwing is part of the 'Mysery Class, ' these types of dragons 
where widely unknown about their behavior, reasons, and abilities. 
This one happened to have the ability to blend in with it's 
environment. This sounded promising, what with the way it blended in 
with the walls the first time I meet it, but my dragon didn't have 
those crescent horns at the side of his face. Still, I should keep an 
eye out for more Mystery Class dragons. 

The next one was about the Gronkle, I was ready to skip it, but my 
curiousity from the other facts I've read made me pause. Good thing I 
did, turns out, Gronkles eat rocks to shoot back out as their fire. 
Looking back, I remembered the Gronkle from training snatch up a few 
boulders littered on the ground. Who said curiosity killed the 
cat ? 

I ran across one called a Zippleback, one of the dragons Gobber said 
we would learn to fight against. It was a two headed dragon, one head 
having the ability to release flammable gas and another providing the 
spark to light it. That has got to be one of the coolest things I 
have ever heard! I have seen a few of those dragons, but I was always 
too far from the battlefield to see what actually caused those giant 
explosions. Now I know! 


Another wicked on I ran across was the Skrill. This dragon is rarely 



seen, and only ever spotted during lightning storms. It was able to 
ride the lightning, and shoot out white flames. Ok, how it this even 
possible? Thinking about how fast lighting flashes, this dragon must 
be really fast! One moment you'd be looking at it, then _crash_, it 
would be out of sight! 

The Bonenapper was another one in the Mystery Class. I knew this 
wasn't the dragon I was looking for from the picture alone, but I 
thought it looked cool enough to look deeper in to. There actually 
wasn't much about it, other than it makes an armor out of dragon 
bones. I have to say, that has got to be the most kickn' looking 
thing I have seen yet . 

Next page showed a Whispering Death, a dragon that lived underground. 
It had a thin, long body, and was said to have rotating teeth. I was 
slightly intimidated by its teeth, but another part of me wanted to 
see them rotate in real life. How would that work, is it the teeth 
themselves or the muscles underneath? 

There were a lot more listed, a Devious Snaptrapper, Monsterous 
Nightmare, Terrible Terror, Deadly Nadder, but not the one I was 
looking for. I saw pictures of dragons hanging upside-down, shedding 
scales, eating in packs, but not one showing a dragon putting up 
traps. I was nearing the end of the book, the last dozen pages or so 
were blank. There was a noticeable difference between the worn pages 
and the fresh ones. 

Not surprisingly, all the dragons here were listed as 'extremely 
dangerous, kill on sight.' I have seen this on every page thus far. 

It was sort of pointless to me though. No matter how cool most of 
these dragons are, the threat that they pose never went away. The 
Changwing spat acid, the Timberjack's talons were shart enough to cut 
down forests, and the common Zippleback used its gas as a smoke 
screen. All had their dangers, no amount of 'coolness' would change 
that . 

The next page was the one I was looking for, but was not at the same 
time. It had very little pictures, but had nearly three times as many 
pages about it. The picture was a shadow of my dragon, with his ears 
curled. I read as much as I could, but all the information seemed 
like something from a horror story than the facts I've seen. It 
didn't help that my dragon was called a Mystic Devil. 

"This dragon has been heard from near and far, stories about it have 
only been slightly altered but remain constant. This beast is often 
seen as a bad omen, sightings have been found days before a dragon 
attack. The most reliable descriptions note the large horns it has, 
as well as it's odd colored eyes. Few speculate that, like the 
Changewing [see in Mystery Class section], it has the power of 
controlling the mind. Some Vikings who looked in to the eyes of a 
Mystic Devil claim that a child was begging them to help. Or have 
tried to claim that the dragon was really a human turned into a 
dragon. These victims then have been driven insane, or result to 
treachery because of their 'beliefs.' 

"Another reason for this creature's chosen name was it's ability over 
fire. No Viking has been close enough to see it's face, but many have 
seen it's flame. Some Viking were said to not feel the burn, or 
notice the dragon opening it's mouth to shoot the fire. Speculations 
from numerous elders say that the Mystic Devil was able to manipulate 



fire from the air itself, able to control how fierce the flame burns. 
The flames seldom harmed the spotters, instead using it as a 
distraction to startle enemies. It was never seen afterwards, rumored 
to have signaled an attack before it left. 

"Little else is known about the Mystic Devil, 

Intelligence: unknown. 

Wingspan: unknown. 

The harbinger and messenger of the devil themselves. 

Never engage this dragon. Your only chance, hide and pray it does not 
find you ! " 

The text ended, the rest of the pages here were for future use. My 
eyes were glued to the last sentence, and my hands were starting to 
shake. I felt the unfamiliar grip of fear clasp on to me, shaking at 
all my tired nerves. This was my dragon, the unseen mouth, the shadow 
illustration, but it seem more like a spirit than a beast. 

_Dragons will always, always, go for the kill._ 

Why didn't you then? You watched me when you trapped me, yet you let 
me go. You had every chance to end me when I had my eyes closed, yet 
you let me go . I was at your mercy, yet you looked into my eyes and 
let me go. 

_Who are you?_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>How to Train Your Dragon belongs to Dreamworks , <p> 
Inspired by the mind of Cressida Cowell. 


7. Second Day of Hell 

Returning home was as expected, mom blew a fit. She was waiting for 
me when I returned, extremely cranky from a worried and tired mind. 
Thankfully, my semi-truthful excuse was accepted. 

Sleep came easily, unsurprisingly, but my dream was a whirlwind of 
noiseless words. I felt my body twist and turn during the night, 
hearing my thoughts tumble through one another. I couldn't make out 
anything I was thinking. Despite how utterly exhausted I was, the 
night seemed too long. When I woke up, I wasn't as refreshed as I 
thought I would be. 

I basically fought my way out of bed. My body seemed even sorer than 
yesterday, and my brain was tired from the non-stop nightmare. My 
limbs felt heavy and my eyes refused to open all the way. A headache 
appeared early, and I could tell already that it wouldn't be going 
away soon. 

I didn't process what I ate this morning, but I did know that it was 
still warm. Breakfast only made me feel more inclined to go back to 
bed, but I needed to get ready to train. I was really early last 



time, too early. I had to wait a few good hours before Gobber and the 
others came around. Today, I think I could spare extra time on 
getting ready. 

Mother left, still helping repair the damage done on the raid two 
days ago. This left me with a house filled with silence. I didn't 
mind in the slightest, the less noise the better I say. After eating, 
I got up to stretch my muscles. The practice helped my body be less 
stiff. But in order to get my blood pumped enough to push out the 
weariness, I need to practice on my targets. 

I didn't see my bow downstairs in its usual place by the stairs, so I 
assume it was still in my room. I climbed the steps to look around, 
but I still couldn't find it. I knew it wasn't in mom's room, and I 
didn't find it in my room. I was tired last night, yes, but I should 
be able to remember where I placed it. 

In slight desperation, I checked the whole house two or three times. 
My training bow continued to be hidden from me. I sat back down on 
the bottom step. I reached back into my mind's eye to recall where I 
left it. 

I remembered making it on the morning of the first training day, 
firing only two failed shots at the Gronkle, gripping it tightly when 
I ran into the woods, and walking back home empty handed. My eyes 
snapped open. 

I ventured into the cove with my equipment, and waking up without 
even my arrows strapped onto my back. 

Somehow, someway, that dragon took off my weapons. This "Mystic 
Devil" took my bow and arrows from me, and kept them. 

My training weapons were still back at the cove. 

"For the love of Gobber 's underwear!" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>Even with my dilemma this morning, I was still the first one to 
be at the kill ring. My hands were twitching for the feel of thin, 
flexible wood. My shoulders kept flexing to adjust the missing sash. 
My arms kept crossing an uncrossing, no knowing what to do with empty 
palms. My feet were even shifting, moving weight to one foot then 
another. I was very uncomfortable . <p> 

I was only there alone for a few minutes, but they felt like the 
hours from the first day. When the other teens passed by, only Astrid 
noticed what I was lacking, she only gave me narrowed eyes. I didn't 
say or do anything in recognition, I was still ticked from 
yesterday . 

Gobber hauled himself to the entrance slowly, untied the heavy 
chains, and opened the cage with ease. There was no welcoming, no 
'good morning' or 'good luck, ' only a grunt that allowed us to enter. 
He was smiling thought, one that made me edgy. 

I couldn't help but gape at the interior of the kill ring, a ring 
that was very different from before. I only saw wood paneling a few 
feet away from me, going almost across the field. It would have 



called it a wall if it didn't show gaps in between. Through these 
gaps I could see other panels, a maze. I doubted Gobber came early to 
set this up, he seemed more like a noon/afternoon person. 

Our teacher stood in front of us, "Today, we will be going against a 
different dragon." 

He shook his metal hand towards the wooden maze behind him. "As you 
may have noticed, the kill ring has been changed to help you with 
today's challenge." 

"What is the challenge?" Snotlout shoved himself between the twins, 
pushing them back to gain him some space. 

"Now that would be cheating! I want you all have a fair chance ! 

Hehe . " He gave out another one of those smirks, making me all the 
twit chier . 

It was here that Gobber found out that I was the only one without a 
weapon. While the others had their stone weapons, my handy bow and 
arrows were missing from my person. It is silly, I know, but I felt 
naked without anything to weld. 

"Eh, while I'm happy that you figured out you needed a useful weapon, 
but I'd figured that you might have actually brought a weapon." 

I glared. 

"Those twigs might be the only weapon he knows how to use! Look at 
him, he's too skinny to even use anything else!" Snotlout snorted. He 
puffed his chest out, giving me and Astrid looks. The one he gave 
Astrid was grotesque. 

"But my weapon is deadly, especially in my hands." He twirled his 
mace, as if that proved his point. 

He stood closer to Astrid, still twirling. "You know, these hands are 
good for more than weapons! I could also handle the dweebs. Would you 
like that?" 

There was no response, instead, he hit his own head with his own 
mace. The twins busted out in perverted giggles, saying some things 
that I'd rather not repeat. 

Gobber looked amused at our conversation, but ultimately ended it by 
leading us to the weapons chamber. Back at the entrance was a wall of 
weapons, all polished and sharpened for our use. These were normally 
reserved for the kids who had their weapons damaged and have to use a 
replacement, or for other training purposes. I was disappointed, but 
not surprised, at not finding a bow. 

I didn't really have a choice, for Gobber made the choice for me. 
Without looking, he reached back and snagged a random weapon, then 
tossing it and a shield to me. It was a sword, a long and thick 
one . 

Which is great, not only do I have to lug around this useless plank, 
but I have to drag with me a flattened metal slab too. I didn't even 
know how to use a sword! And even if I did, this one was too big for 
me to lift with one hand. The tip didn't leave the ground for long. 



and kept kissing the ground with sparks. 


I somehow made it to the other teens. We all looked up to see our 
teacher hobble himself to the top of the cage, away from the 
danger . 

The kill ring wasn't wet anymore, the sun from this morning drying up 
what was left. Some puddles were still around, but not as large as 
before. The twins were still giggling, whispering to each other. 
Astrid was like a statue, obediently waiting to start. Snotlout was 
trying to adjust his shield, but couldn't figure out that you can't 
do so with both hands occupied. Fishlegs, however, was mumbling to 
himself. He was scared but exited at what dragon he was going to see 
today. I could hear him list off the many names from the Book of 
Dragons: Zippleback, Nadder, Terrible Terror. 

As I heard him listing off facts about each, I could imagine the 
pictures and descriptions I myself have read the day before. The 
Zipplback's two heads, the Nadder 's spikes, the Terror's agility. 

Then my brain flipped through the less common dragons found around 
Berk: Timber jack, Bonenappper, Snaptrapper. 

The Mystic Devil. 

My dragon was once again plaguing my mind. The mystery behind him, 
the danger from him, it didn't seem to make sense. If he was such a 
danger, then I would be affected. If he had hypnosis, wouldn't I be 
able to notice something back at the cove? During my, episode, he 
started at me the whole time. Even before that, nothing happened out 
of the ordinary. So, sure, he has been on my mind for the past few 
days, but who wouldn't? A strange, unseen, and unrecognizable dragon 
appearing out of seemingly nowhere is bound to swamp a man in 
questions . 

Then again, my life did change after I first laid eye contact with 
him . 

I was a simple shepherd, with plans ready for the future. Then, poof, 
it all goes away. Now I'm here with the kids learning how to fight 
from someone without a hand or foot. 

Maybe I _did_ miss something. 

I was suddenly shoved aside as my classmates barreled passed me. 

There were shrill, inhuman cries from somewhere on my left. And I 
just about bolted myself when I saw a Nadder perch itself _on top of 
the wall._ 

I began to run, only to have my mind order me to stop. I needed to 
ask Gobber about this predicament I was put into. Not only was it a 
danger to me, but for the village. I may hate the village and the 
people in it, but my parents live here. 

I turned only one corner, with left me out of sight from the dragon's 
point of view. I could hear the others scrambling to and fro from 
different parts of the ring, each with their own shrieks to match the 
Nadder' s. If I didn't know better, I would think that they were all 
playing a game of hide-and-seek. 

I looked up at Gobber, my unfortunate hope to this dilemma. "Hey, 



Gobber ! " 


"What is it now Toothless?" 

I steamed. Him and his nonchalant tone! "Have you ever heard about a 
dragon called the Mystic Devil?! I want to know more about 
it ! " 


Fishlegs found himself back at the starting spot. He had somehow 
heard my question, and promptly gave out his two cents. "The Mystic 
Devil is one of the most mysterious dragons in the known world. 

Anyone who was unlucky enough to see it was sent away from going 
insane!" And off he ran, his little legs going as fast as they 
could . 

"What he said." Gobber agreed. 

I rolled my eyes, my morning headache starting to throb. "I know 
that! I read that part in the book! What I wanted to find out is if 
there was anything more to it ! " 

I heard the planks behind me creak and wobble behind me, warning me 
of the Nadder close by. I looked back to see it's nose pointed 
towards me, taking advantage of it's blind spot, I ran across to 
another hiding spot. It was extremely hard to be unnoticeable with 
the sword and shield, but I managed to make do. After finding a place 
to rest, I looked back up to Gobber. 

"Is there anything more? Did anyone manage to get anything else from 
the mad that the book missed? Did someone survive the trance they 
were pulled in? Is there another, more updated book?" 

My neck was nearly spliced by a yellow spike, missing me by a hand 
length. I looked up to see the Nadder eyeing me, it's yellow gaze 
dilating into focus. With my sneak factor out, I simply ran out of 
there. While running, I tried to form the maze in my mind, figuring 
out where I've been and where I have yet to be. I looked back around 
to find the bird-like dragon hop down to chase another. I slowed, 
barely managing to hear Gobber through my fast heartbeats. 

"Focus lads, you're not even trying! Today is all about attack! 

Nadder 's are quick and light on their feet. Your job is to be quicker 
and lighter ! " 

He had that smirk again, making this lesson seem wearier than before. 
A squeal and a few solid thunks were all I heard moments later. 
Fishlegs said something, but I couldn't hear from where I was. 

"Look for it's blind spot every dragon has one. Find it, hide in it, 
and strike!" He was looking bored again. 

I took this chance to try to ask him again. "Do you know _anything_ 
about the Mystic Devil!? Anything?!" 

He didn't seem to hear me, his attention elsewhere. 

"Blind spot, yes, deaf spot? Hmm, not so much." He chuckled. 

I ran back under him. I had to know more about my dragon! Now when 
I'm starting to think about it, this is really a big thing! If this 



is all we really know about it, then I could be the one to find out 
more ! 

Before I could speak I was again yanked in a different direction. 
Only, this time, I was sprawled flat on my back. I snarled at Astrid, 
not understanding why she would do such a thing when there was a 
dragon on their tails! 

She looked pointedly at me, then at the dragon lurking ahead. I 
glanced at the Nadder, watching it swivel it's head, looking for it's 
'playmates.' I turned back to her, giving her an aggravated look. 

I knew she was just trying to warn me. I knew she was trying to help 
me. I knew all of this, but I also knew that this was the chick who 
talked about teamwork and bail on me yesterday. She's a warrior, one 
who uses others for her own advantage. 

I relished in the angry look that broke through her composed face 
when I turned the other way. 

I knew how to take care of myself, thank you very much. 

Taking a few more turns, I heard another commotion happen behind me. 

I didn't know who it was that started it, but I tell that at least 
the Nadder was happy. I didn't twitch when I heard a few hollow 
thuds, all I cared for was getting a straight answer from 
Gobber . 

"Hey ! " I yelled . 

"For a dragon training teacher, you don't seem to know a lot about 
dragons!" By egging him on, I may be able to get an answer. That, or 
I'll be cleaning up the mess left over from training. But what other 
choice was there? Subtlety works on Vikings as much as slapping a 
dragon with a fish, it just makes them angrier. 

"All that we know about the Mystic Devil is recorded in the Book of 
Dragons. Now get back in there!" He seemed bored out of his mind, but 
he ran his words together like a warning. 

But I will not let the matter drop! This was something important! 

They Mystic Devil is here, on the island! He is lurking within the 
woods right now! He has an alarming amount of intelligence, probably 
planning on crippling us in the next raid! This was not something to 
ignore. How could he not see that? No sane teen would stop and talk 
with a dragon on their heels unless it was important! Why can't he 
see that? 

My anger came pouring out at the moment. My headache was currently 
forgotten, leaving my mind to only think about the sudden rush of 
rage. I lifted my sword, ignoring the way my muscles refused to lift 
the heavy metal. I faced Gobber with open aggression, pointing the 
tip of the sword at his neck. 

"YOU'RE the teacher! MAKE YOURSELE USEEUL AND ACTUALLY _TEACH US 
SOMETHING USE-"_ 


My rant was cut short when something landed on my shoulders. The 
sudden weight knocked my down, making my chin scrap across the ground 
and my arm being pinched by the stupid shield. Hitting the stone 



below knocked the wind out of me. I was gasping for the loss of air, 
only to feel a resistance on my ribs. I tried picking myself up, but 
my outstretched arms couldn't find leverage. 

The extra mass left me, allowing me to gain a few grateful breaths. I 
felt little pain, but I still had trouble breathing. I refused to 
curl inward and keen, I instead flipped over on my back and propped 
myself up on my elbow. 

I looked around me. I caught a glimpse of Astrid smacking the Nadder 
with the flat of her axe, making the creature trot dizzily towards 
it's cage. The rest of the teens were making their way here, each in 
various states of pain. I think I even saw some smoke curling around 
the twin's heads. 

"Is this some kind of joke to you?" 

I snapped my head back at Astrid. I looked at her, confused at her 
accusing glare. 

"Our parent's war is about to become ours, this is no time to bail 
out on us ! " 

She loomed over me, giving me her most intimidating look. Instead of 
a finger pointing at me, she pointed her axe to me. I could see the 
little nicks and cracks on the blade. However, I was not the least 
bit moved by her show of power. Instead, I felt royally ticked. 

"Oh that's sweet, coming from the likes of you!" I forced myself back 
on my feet. I left the rusty junk lying on the floor, and used my now 
freed hand to move aside her rusty junk from my face. 

"Yeah, thanks for the warning. I always dreamed about the beautiful 
Hofferson girl to fall into my arms, like so!" The sarcasm I used 
hurt my throat. I was angry, very, and this chick was the perfect 
person to release my emotions on. 

She gave me a look, "What are you talking about now?" 

"Just now, did you or did you not land on top of me?" How stupid can 
she be?! 'What was I talking about?' What else would I be talking 
about ? ! 

"I wouldn't have to land on you if you hadn't moved out of the 
way ! " 

"Yes! Because, apparently, everyone should make sure miss 
high-and-mighty is safe and sound." 

"It's your fault you didn't hear my warning! If you haven't been 
jabbering this whole time, you might _have_ heard my warning!" 

"What warning? ! " 

"Oh! You know, the one where I shouted TOOTHLESS when I was 
falling . " 

"Before or after you fell on me?" 

, "What is your problem?" 


She backed off 



"What is _my_ problem!?" Who does she think she's fooling? "You 
accuse me of being uncooperative, when _you_ are the one who leaves 
unscathed?! Have you forgotten about the Gronkle?!" 

"That? That was yesterday, besides, I tried to help you earlier." 

"I don't need your help! I can take care of myself just fine without 
your tips ! " 

She started arguing again, bringing up the reasons on how we should 
work as a team. On how working 'together would help Berk as a whole', 
I honestly couldn't care less. This was a stupid idea from the start, 
and I wanted out ! 

I bumped shoulders with her and continued stalking towards the exit. 

I ignored the comments from the others and the demands from Gobber, 
not caring about his voice anymore. I ducked under slightly opened 
gate, using my shield as a temporary blocker as I exited. After 
removing the straps, I made my way across the bridge. 

I didn't care about training before, but now I wanted the kill ring 
to burn down on the next raid. I never wanted to see those stone 
walls, I never want to feel the tight leather bonds on the shield, I 
never want to see the faces of those within, ever again! 

But before I do that, I needed to have a talk with a certain reptile. 
He has something of mine, and I want it back! 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>How to Train Your Dragon belongs to Dreamworks , <p> 
Inspired from the mind of Cressida Cowell. 


8 . Forbidden Friendship 

Looking back on earlier today, I realized I was acting childish. It 
was foolish of me to let my anger take control of me like that, 
especially over something simple. Sure, what Astrid did ticked me off 
earlier, but I should have been the bigger man. I should have acted 
maturely, letting past actions go and learning from them. Instead, I 
made an utter fool out of myself. There were no excuses. 

But, there was no point in apologizing. By the time I figured this 
all out, I was close to reaching the cove. The smell of pines and the 
sight of greenery calmed my rage, and allowed me on thinking 
clearly . 

Walking ever closer to my destination, I wondered on what I should do 
once I get there. Surely, the Mystic Devil would be waiting there 
like the times before. But how would I be able to require my weapons 
back? I couldn't just ask it back, even if he was able to understand 
me, he would just refuse. Another stupid mistake on my part. 

I stopped near the entrance. I refuse to enter a dangerous area 
without a plan of sorts. 


I took a few steps back, leaning against a nearby boulder. The sun 



was brighter than ever, its light brushing against the surface. 
Despite the bitter winds, the warmth coming from those fingers was 
like another coat. The rock I was sitting on was cool, but not cold. 
The moss growing was soft, vaguely reminding me of my flock's fleece. 
The forest reminded me of the maze earlier today, but a lot more 
welcoming. I almost wanted to wander on, finding new things on my 
homeland that I missed before. 

Almost, however, I still knew who lingered within those woods. That 
was the only thing keeping me back from finding freedom. My body 
relaxed, but my mind was on the alert. As tempting as it was to 
avoid, I thought about how to face the Mystic Devil. 

The idea of surprising it was out, I just knew that it was waiting 
for me to enter, probably planned it from the beginning. I could just 
turn around and go back home, but that would mean admitting defeat. I 
could a€"part ially- accept the orange dragon being wittier that I, 
but I would not back down without giving it my all. I could fight it, 
but the uncertainty from the dragon himself made that impossible to 
plan. How could you go against an enemy you don't know completely 
about? No, the best plan available was to trick it. Play along with 
his game, act how you were expected to, then get what you need when 
you gained his trust. 

It was still risky though. If the book was right, then the Mystic 
Devil had control over my thoughts. It could already know what I'm 
planning from musing about it now. Not to mention the secrets it 
holds. Every dragon had something special that set it apart from 
others, something that makes it deadly. The Mystic Devil may have 
hypnotic powers, but there were not lethal in combat. It was only 
deadly when in long-term use. There was something else there, about 
how my dragon could make fire appear out of thin air. The problem 
was, that quote was a speculation, no hard proofs to support that 
theory. It was dangerous, one of the most hazardous plans that I came 
up with, but it was still my best shot. 

With that in mind, I took a few calm breaths prepare myself. After a 
few breathers, I headed towards the entrance, but at a much slower 
pace than before. I paused a second time at the opening. I looked 
over my shoulder for a possible boulder falling over before entering 
inside . 

At the mouth of the arch the air was still quite and peaceful. The 
innards of the pretty place below were undisturbed, and free of any 
dragons. I slowly climbed down, taking note on where the footholds 
where, and making my way to the ground. When I reached the grass, 
there was still no movement. I turned around on the spot, trying to 
find a place where I could find green eyes staring back at me. 

There was nothing, absolutely nothing. The walls were bare, the water 
was still, and one tree only had a bird nest within its branches. 
There was no orange strip, there were no bubbles, and I was the only 
one here. 

I should be relieved, I should feel relaxed, but I felt more paranoid 
than I was before. I took a few more turns, making sure I looked over 
every possible nook and cranny, even if a dragon couldn't hide there. 
Nothing . 


Feeling exposed to the nothingness, I ran for the rocky outcrops for 



cover. I squeezed myself between the wall and the rock, feeling 
stupid while I was doing it. Why was I afraid? There was nothing 
there! Not liking the limited view space I had, I climbed the boulder 
I was leaning on. I lied on my belly as my eyes peeked at my 
surrounding again. Nothing. 

I wanted to groan out loud, but I was scared of breaking the silence. 
I flipped on my back, sliding down back to where I was. 

What is going on? Why am I hiding? Nothing is out there. Where is 
that dragon? 

It just boils down to that, where is my dragon? I came here prepared 
to face it, but I'm the only one here. Every time I ventured to this 
spot, the Mystic Devil is here waiting for me. He knew I was coming. 
So, why isn't he here now? 

I wasn't an optimist, nor was I a pessimist, I consider myself a 
realist. I didn't have the hope to think I gained an advantage, I was 
still weaponless. I didn't have the dreary thought that it could be 
watching me now, it obviously wasn't. All I do know is that I came 
here first. 

This dragon was smart, very. It made it clear that it wanted me to 
spot it, and encounter it. The two visits were very similar, I go to 
the cove, the dragon sits there, and then I leave. It was putting up 
a pattern for me. It will come here. 

Still, this doesn't exactly help with my growing panic. 

So I sat down and waited. 

And waited. 

And waited. 

I didn't know exactly how much time passed, but I knew it wasn't as 
long as it felt. For one thing, my legs weren't stiff. But my 
paranoia made me think that my Mystic Devil was going to pop up any 
second, making every second seem like minutes. 

I knew that it was coming, but should be smart and act calm. This 
dragon hadn't harmed me yet, but it may change it's mind if I seem 
afraid . 

I waited for a few more tense moments before I heard something clunk 
against the rocks. I looked back up to see an empty clearing, but 
with bow and arrows near my outcrop. I moved closer, checking to make 
sure I wasn't seeing things. After some poking and prodding, I gave 
out a silent whoop. These were my weapons! 

Though I was happy, this meant that he was here now. I swiftly picked 
up my items and got ready. After I was done slinging the arrow pouch 
around me, I took one and notched it. I ran back to my outcrop, my 
previous paranoia forgotten. 

I took another peek, waiting. 

Sure enough, the Mystic Devil popped its head out of the brush above. 
It was still cloaked in shadows, but its eyes glowed like always. He 



slowly revealed himself, never taking its eyes off me. Coming 
completely out of the shrubbery, it paused. 

Then showed me his neck. 

I faltered, my arrow nearly falling out of my slackened hands. The 
sight of my enemy showing it's neck just completely threw me off. 

I only saw his neck for one measly second before he turned back 
around. It apparently shoved something out of the bushes. Gently 
nudging the thing out, the sheep gazed down to stare at me. 

My mind was in shock. There looking at me at the lip of the cove was 
my ram. It was calmly staring back, with a dragon right behind it. 
There was no bleat of fear, there was no running of hooves, it was 
just, there. I knew this was my ram, my bell was still hanging around 
its neck, but it didn't seem like it to me. 

I knew my sheep, just like any other shepherd would, and I knew this 
was my sheep. But my herd was terrified of the dragons that come 
here. Whenever they first show, they bleat out warnings and huddle 
near the entrance of the forest trail. I don't blame them, these 
things were intimidating enough for a human, one could only wonder 
how scary they would be to a sheep. 

Then again, this one was acting as if I was behind it. It was calm, 
obedient, it trusted the dragon. 

I could only continue watching as they dropped down, the sheep not 
making a sound when it was being cradled by the beast. Not even 
hesitating when it looked at his black claws. The Mystic Devil looked 
at me, then gestured to the ram below him. 

My ram only took one good look at me before it came to my side, just 
like I trained it to do. With my sheep by me, it was just another 
stare-down with those green eyes. He didn't move, just sat there like 
before. A few moments passed, and it made some odd nodding 
motion . 

He took a step closer, and I immediately lifted my bow up to his 
face . 

What happened next only took a few seconds. First, my arm pulled back 
to a full bend. Second, the dragon's eyes dilated to its thinnest. 
Third, there was a flash of fire. Finally, the ram cried out as it 
and I ran in the opposite direction. Back in the protection of stone, 
I looked over my shoulder to see the dragon. 

Surprisingly, he was also peeking back at me. He had made his way to 
a ledge on the wall behind him and peered over. His eyes were wary 
and frantic, his gaze flicking over any part of me that was visible. 
His ears were curled to its horn shape, almost looking painful. 
Another silence filled the cove, being disturbed by another plume of 
f ire . 

I flinched back. I waited for the fire to surround me, to heat up the 
rock behind me and start scalding my skin. But there was nothing. 
Nothing but a hiccup. 


Struck dumb for a third time today, I looked back to confirm what my 



ears heard. The dragon was looking back, just as scared as before. I 
could see it shivering before it gave out another hiccup, a small 
fire coming out of his nostrils as he did so. I stared, watching as 
each fearful, impulsive gasp he made create flames. 

"A hiccup. I had a heart attack, from a hiccup." I shook my 
head . 

With him calming down, after realizing I wasn't aiming at him, he 
allowed more of his body to show. He was now twitchier than before, 
thought his gaze lost its animalistic flight instinct. He made his 
way closer to me, crawling over to me rather than walking like 
before. He kept his head low, making his arms stretch out in front of 
him for every step. 

I didn't move, but I did take a step back when I felt he was too 
close. Taking the hint, he lied down on the spot. We only had the 
boulder blocking us now. 

I looked at him, and he looked at me. My grip on the bow grew tight, 
then slowly slackened at the lack of an attack. My tense muscles 
loosened, relieving my shoulders and neck. My ram was back out there, 
grazing in the grass beside me and the dragon. I glanced at him 
before returning my gaze back to reptilian eyes, eyes that had more 
intelligence shown than the other times I looked into it. Instead of 
the fear or blank look, I saw a silent plead. A plead that saw 
something in my eyes, and turned into hope. 

I saw hope in his eyes. I saw hope in his eyes. Hope, an emotion that 
required so many human-like thoughts to convey. It had a brain, it 
had thoughts, he had thoughts. He was a sentient being, just as much 
as I was. He had a personality, he had opinions, he had choices, he 
had plans. 

It was too much for me to take in. 

His eyes grew wider, cheeks rising to give out a mouth-less smile. 

His ears perked up, opening as wide as I ever seen it. His tail was 
swishing, like a dog would when it was happy or content. His eyes 
even grew, having these odd pupils that look like they had pupils. He 
looked as if he found something he lost, only to find it once 
more . 

He took a paw and moved it a fraction closer. I took a step back. He 
stretched his clawed hands further out, I took a step back. He took a 
step closer to me, I took another step back. 

I didn't use my bow, how could I? Shooting a dangerous animal and 
shooting a person were two totally different things. I couldn't 
fight, so all I could do was avoid him. I wasn't scared, but my mind 
was too numb to think of anything better. I was only running on 
instinct . 

Pretty soon, we started a strange game of f ollow-the-leader . But 
instead of me leading the way, the happy dragon was herding me 
backwards. His steps were very few, but each one gained a large 
amount of ground. This made me take three extra steps to avoid his 
one. We went around the cove once, twice. 


On the third time around, I just stopped by the tree. Once he took 



another step closer, I shot myself to the twisted roots beside me. 

Now I was in a cave of sorts, allowing me to see the dragon without 
having it come any closer to me. He stopped, swiveled his ears in my 
direction, then started poking his head at the roots. 

I wanted to ward him off, shout out to scare him away, to ask him to 
leave me be, but I only sat there. A few sniffs and another noise 
check, he realized I wanted to be left alone. He moved away, taking 
glances at me with those hopeful eyes, and trotted his way to the 
ram . 

How was this happening? I witnessed the dragon tapping the sheep away 
from the waters edge, herding it to a fresher patch of grass. How 
could something like this be real? The dragon took another look at 
me, his eyes sparkling. How could a dragon be so, human? 

I pondered, watching the creature of my thoughts interact with my 
calm ram. I glanced at his shorter, stouter legs rise and fall with 
each movement he made. I saw his long, skinny arms move like my own. 

I looked closer at his paws, taking note of his finger-like claws and 
the extra thumb-claw near the heel. They looked so human-like, nimble 
and precise, so unlike the deadlier claws of the other creatures of 
its kind. 

I observed the other parts of his body, taking in his wings, tail, 
and head. His tail was long, nearly half of his length of body. Two 
flaps on the end were the only thing interrupting the simple 
appendage. His wings were draped like before, appearing to have no 
bones within them. The thick, orange edges curved with the body, 
making the black wings cover him akin to a coat or cape. His head had 
a small fin surrounding his jaw-line, or would-be- jaw-line, perhaps. 
It was very hard to see anything like a mouth. I wonder if it 
actually has one. 

Partway through my muse, I fell asleep. The silent cove and the 
hiccupping dragon as my only company. 
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><p>I woke up still in a daze. My mind peacefully blank while my body 
was full in kinks from my wooden bed. I rose up, blinking away my 
unplanned nap. Once my eyes could see, I noticed the once blue sky 
now had purple and pink clouds dotting it. The cove now looked more 
serene than before, the walls seemed to have soft, lavender shadows 
on the salmon colored rocks. The grass was yellowed while still 
looking healthy, and the water was a rich, dark blue. It was 
beautiful . <p> 

I almost missed the orange dragon snuggling with the sleeping sheep. 
His hide didn't merge with the walls like before, rather, it seemed 
to be a part of it. It looked like it was home. 

He noticed me waking up and abandoned the fleecy being to wander over 
to me. He tried to come over to my little cave, but I lifted my hand 
up to ward him off. He understood, and waiting an appropriate 
distance away as I got back up to my two feet. 

I didn't leave my roots, I just sat down on a large root that I could 
sit comfortably with. I didn't know what to do at the moment. I know 
I needed to return back home, but leaving now felt, rude. I felt as 



if I was invited in to someone's home, and leaving would insult my 
host. I would normally say it was stupid to think this way, but a lot 
has changed today. 

At a loss, I started twirling my bow in the dirt. Soon, I started 
drawing in the soil. Nothing special, just some scribbles that had no 
meaning. I was interrupted when I picked up the sound of a large mass 
moving away. I looked up to see my host walking away, only to start 
drawing on a larger patch of dirt. 

My eyes widened, I got up to check on what he was doing. I peered on 
my chosen spot to find that he was making a picture. He sat there, 
leaning over his workspace as he moved his claws around. With the 
tips of those finger-claws, he made lines and curves that connected 
in certain places. 

I got closer to get a better look, now leaning over his shoulder, and 
saw a sheep. Well, it wasn't really a sheep. But its round body had 
other arcs, with stick legs, a round head, and twiggy horns that made 
it look like a sheep. 

I gazed at the dragons face, a look of pride overtook him as he 
realized that I was ogling at his work. I did a double-take, glancing 
at the sheep, glancing at him, then pointing at my ram. 

"Is that my ram?" I asked him, "That sheep over there?" 

His eyes did that smile and he let out a croon, probably because I 
guessed right. He ducked back down to add something to his picture. 
Three, confident lines were made to form an arrow pointing at my 
sleeping ram. 

"That's my ram. You drew my sheep, you actually drew my sheep. Wow, 
that ' sa€ 1 " 

I slumped, my legs suddenly not able to handle my weight. It was hard 
enough to believe that he was capable of having cohesive thoughts, 
but to witness him create something recognizable was something 
else . 

I heard another thrilled trill coming from his throat, and I nearly 
kicked him when I saw him coming boldly closer. I had forgotten how 
close we were. I rolled away, my bow having never left my hand. I 
held it up, but let my other hand stop and rest on my arrow pouch, as 
a warning. A pitiful plume came up with his hiccup, but only one. We 
were at another standstill, leaving both of us unsure of what to 
do . 

I looked up at his head, feeling short and fragile despite him being 
twig thin. He leaned his head in again. He maybe wanted to sniff me, 
but he was too close for comfort. He barley took an inch forward 
before I twitched, giving out my warning more obviously than before. 
He backed off. 

Then he did something that I would never forget. I could see in is 
eyes a conflict, his thoughts fighting against one another to settle 
whatever was going on. He lifted his gaze back up, determined showing 
along with the hope, then closed his eyes. He bowed his down, chin 
touching the dirt. He shoveled his nose down in the ground, plugging 
his nostrils and preventing any fire to escape. He held still, ears 



closing from some sort of emotion he was feeling. 

I couldn't move. I couldn't think. 

So I just stared at him, just looking at him. I took note of his 
exposed neck, his body still standing while his head rested down in 
the dirt. His head looked so much larger with his eyes closed, and so 
speckled. I saw him with small, dark spots on him, but they were 
absolutely everywhere. His cheeks had the darkest areas, while his 
ears had the lightest. But his whole face was covered with these 
specs. His brow was slightly scrunched and, I realized, he was 
waiting for me to do something. 

I didn't know what to do, what should I do? This was my enemy here, a 
species that the whole isle of Berk has been fighting against for 
generations. Yet, he was also the one who showed me mercy. He wasn't 
like the rest, he was a sentient being. 

_Dragon will always, always, goes for the kill._ 

But you don't. You had every chance to, instead, you wanted to 
communicate to me. You wanted to tell me something didn't you? I saw 
your plead, and I saw the hope when I didn't run off or attach you. 
You were happy, you were joyous, you were elated to find someone like 
me . 

_Some Vikings who looked in to the eyes of a Mystic Devil claim that 
a child was begging them to help. Or have tried to claim that the 
dragon was really a human turned into a dragon. _ 

That was what you were looking for weren't you? You were just looking 
for someone who could listen to you. There were others like, ones who 
did see your hope. But, they left you abandoned. Or they were driven 
away, leaving you alone. 

_The flames seldom harmed the spotters, instead using it as a 
distraction to startle enemies. _ 

The others, the ones that didn't see it, they scared you. You were 
just afraid, startled at the weapons the automatically drew. Your 
hiccups, they're your defense. You surprise them so that you could 
escape. You never intended to hurt anyone. 

_It was never seen afterwardsa€ 1 _ 

But they hurt you. I can now see your scars, your wounds from iron 
talons. There were some that had a lucky shot, making you bleed 
before you fled the island. 

_This dragon has been heard near and fara€l_ 

They scared and scarred you, so you left to find another person who 
would listen. You were trying to find a trustful soul who could look 
past the scales and wings. 

_Little else is known about the Mystic Devil. _ 

You hide, yet, you needed someone else. 

I had closed in the space between us, I was now close enough to see 



the little scars scattered across his face. They were small, but as 
numerous as the speckles that dot his face and body. From afar, you 
couldn't even tell he was wounded. From up close, I could see a long, 
thin scar that tore its way through the side of his cheek. I rose a 
hand up to touch it, but stopped myself a hairsbreadth away from skin 
and scale. 

This was treason. Even if there was no written rule about it, forging 
any connection to a dragon besides hate would be traitorous. I would 
be going against everything I was taught. I would be going against 
everything I ever learned. I would be going against the village, 
Gobber, the teens, even mom and dad. Do I want to risk that? 

I took another look at the face in front of me, remembering that hope 
I saw in those green, green eyes. 

Do I really want to see someone treat you like the animal I know your 
not ? 

Dragon or not, you have a mind. An amazing mind that could think, 
plan, and create like anybody else could. You have feelings, you have 
emotions. You went through the toughest challenges and still got back 
up when you were down. But even the mightiest man will fall on an 
impossible task. You pushed your way back up so far, but for how much 
longer will your will last? 

Do I want to be the last person to see that spark of hesitant 
hope? 

Those eyes, that told everything in a single gaze. That hope, bright 
and fragile at the same time. Those eyes, tired, and relieved. That 
hope, just a small hope that burned away the weariness you eyes 
carried . 

Did I want to see you in a raid, reduced to a mindless beast, having 
lost all hope and giving up? 

Would I have to face you on that battlefield? 

Would I have to extinguish the last life in those human eyes? 

_N0. I won't allow it._ 

I took both of my hand to his cheeks, bringing my forehead to his. I 
stayed there, only long enough to speak my promise. 

"I'll listen to you." 

I released him, picking up my bow and standing up. My movements were 
strong, not hesitating in the slightest. I made my way to my ram, 
picking him up with one arm and slinging my bow string around my 
shoulder. I climbed out of the cove with confidence. But before I 
left, I turned back. 

I saw him, standing on all fours with its head held high. He leaned 
on to his hind legs, raising his chest and his head up curiously. I 
saw that his ears were perked up, his large ears listening on every 
noise I was making. His eyes, those green eyes with slits in the 
pupils, were wide. He was waiting for me to do something, those eyes 
having that heartbreaking amount of hope in them. 



"I'll be back tomorrow, same time, same place." 

I smiled back at him when that hope gathered another spark. And I 
continued to smile as I made my way back home. 

_If he is going to be my friend, then he has got to have a proper 
name ._ 
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><p>How to Train Your Dragon belongs to Dreamworks , <p> 

Inspired by the mind of Cressida Cowell. 


9. An Unfortunate Event 

The walk back home was a blur, I didn't respond to the lack or bustle 
of noise during my trip home. There could have been a dragon raid 
going on and I still wouldn't comprehend it. And how could I? There 
were so many thoughts tumbling in my mind: the dragon, the cove, my 
promise to hima€ 1 

Crud, my promiseaCl 

Why did I do such at thing? How was I going to get by to see him? If 
I managed to sneak out during the day, surely someone would spot me. 
No matter how careful I am, someone will notice a teen missing for a 
prolonged period of time. Can't do it in the morning, which is when I 
have chores. I still have to take care of the animals, the barn, and 
the house when mother is gone. She is also awake before the sun 
rises, so that is the wrong approach. 

I could go out during the afternoon or evening. Most people don't see 
me for hours afterwards anyway. Of course, there is the problem with 
mother. The damage done on the village is nearly repaired, so that 
would leave mother with some free time during the day. 

I could always venture at night, after my mother is asleep. 

It would be stupid, it would be risky, but I could pull it off. 

As I was plotting, a fellow Viking spotted me by the village square. 
The shortest way to go to my house from the cove was a straight path, 
which just so happens goes through the square. The man in question 
had a simple, straight beard. Blonde in color, and was the only 
notable thing about the man. 

"Ah, there you are Toothless! Hurry along! The other trainees are 
with Cobber at the lookout post. You're late as it is!" 

He offered to take my ram back to the herd, which to be honest I had 
completely forgotten till now. I was still frazzled about what 
exactly happened in the cove with Google-Eyes. All I did know is that 
it had something to do with dragon training. 

I didn't want to, but with me being in dragon training, I have to go 
to this meeting. While walking, I figured out a new problem to my 
plans. Dragon training is just that, dragon training. The dragons 



normally come at night when nearly all of us are asleep, so of course 
some of our training has to take place in the dark. While a clever 
practice, it does nothing to help with my problematic promise. 

Berk had many lookout posts along the edge of the ocean, but the only 
one with lights on was where I assume my classmates are. Passing the 
blacksmith, I climbed up the spiral staircase leading to the fires up 
high. The cold day transferred to an even colder night, the warm sun 
gone and making the wind free to steal away any remaining warmth. 

Even when no one was watching, I refused to shiver and hug my 
arms . 

Gobber's voice, a natural Thunderdrum boom, grew ever the louder the 
closer I got to the top. The whistling winds made the words smear and 
blur together, but I figured he was telling a story of sorts. His 
arms were swaying in wide circles around him, and his storytelling 
had deep, soft tones followed by a loud triumph noise. Whatever story 
he was sharing, he enjoyed telling it immensely. 

"a€land then the other one took my hand! And I know what he was 
thinking, I was delicious! He must have passed the word because it 
wasn't a month later that another one took my leg!" 

The chorus of awes stopped when they noticed that I finally arrived. 
They all looked at me odd. Astrid had a rather bitter look on her 
face, most likely still grouchy from my childish argument earlier. 
Fishlegs was confused; he wanted to know where I went I bet. I 
stopped his stare with one of my own. The twins only gave me a 
passing glance before refocusing their attention to the fat melting 
off of their meat. Snotlout gave me his usual superior sneer, as if I 
was barging in on his own meeting. 

Gobber was the only who didn't look at me, instead, he talked to 
me . 

"Well, nice of you to join the party. I was wondering when I would 
see your face here." 

"What's going on?" I asked. 

"Strengthening awareness and flexibility! I plan on stretching your 
daylight hours as far as they can go, so I wanted ye lot to stay here 
past your bedtimes. And to help you pass that time, I'm telling a 
story for you. Make sure you remember, cause I'll be changing it the 
next time . " 

Shrugging, I took a seat and leaned in closer. Now that the fire was 
nearby, the cold only bit at my back. I found a couple of baskets 
with meat and fish in them and decided on a cod. Skewering the fish, 

I hung it over the fire. A silence passed. The smell of the cooked 
meat the others were having made me hungry. I wonder if I should 
bring some food for Freckles. 

Silence . 

I looked up at Gobber. "Well?" 

"Well what?" 

"Aren't you going to tell the story?" 



"Just finished it when you arrived. Good luck and good night!" 


I gaped at him as he strolled on by, yawning as he went. With that, 
the other teens got up and left. Soon enough, I was the only one by 
the fire. 

"What? ! " 

I jumped up, not bothering to pick up my fish from the soot, and ran 
to the stairs. I held on to the pillar so that I didn't jump off the 
edge . 

"You're leaving?" 

A chorus of 'yups' and 'uh-huhs' answered me. Fishlegs was the only 
one to look back. He gave me a shrug. 

"How is that fair!?" I shouted. 

"Life's not fair, yer fault if you weren't here to listen." Gobber 
said over his shoulder. 

"No, no, no, no, no, no!" I walked down, squeezing my way between the 
other teen to get in front of Gobber. As soon as I did, I put my 
hands up to get his attention. Thankfully, he stopped his gait from 
going down any farther. 

"Hold it! You mean to say that you wanted _all_ of us to learn this 
lesson, but not bother to send someone to make sure I was here? _Some 
_of us have other work to do during the day! I'm not going to be in 
earshot every hour. At the very _least_, you could have sent someone 
for me . " 


"We did. Yer moth ' r said that she hasn't seen you at the farm the 
whole day. And I informed the _others_ who _stayed_ in the ring about 
the plan . " 


aG 

aG 

aG 


aG 


Dang ItaG 


I 

I 


That's right, today was when we fought the Nadder. 
Then there was the Mystic Devil encounteraG 1 
aGl which lasted all afternoonaG 1 


aG 1 ShootaG 1 


"That's what you get for smack talking my girl punk!" 

Snotlout 'gently' shoved a smug Gobber out of his way to get into my 
face . 


"Astrid is my princess and no one shall insult her on my guard!" 



He looked back, "Like that babe? I read it from a book Gothi had in 
her hut . " 

"You mean the children's books she has in her chest?" Astrid said, 
annoyed . 

"You read?" Tuffnut snickered. 

Turning around, Snotlout faced me once more. 

"You deserved to be punished!" 

Gobber had enough, any amusement he from the argument left him. 
"Alright Snotlout ye had yer fun, now get a move on! Yer blocking the 
way down ! " 

The other teens behind Gobber were very aggravated at this point. 

They all were cold, tired, and wanted to go home. Thing was, Snotlout 
and I were blocking the way. 

"Move your yak-butt so I can go home!" Ruffnut whined. 

"With pleasure!" said Tuffnut. 

The male twin in the back then pushed the Viking in front of him with 
all his might, which was Fishlegs. A horrible chain effect then 
occurred . 

Fishlegs bulky frame tipped over with ease, but thankfully Astrid was 
able to prevent him from falling over. Unfortunately she wasn't able 
to stand her own ground when doing so. She slid and fell, her feet 
pushing against the back of Gobber. Gobber, being bigger and heavier 
than the teens, only took a slight stumble forward. Though it didn't 
stop there, on instinct, his hand and hook flung out to find 
something to grab and save his balance. Snotlout was on his right 
side, being that Gobber turned to see the commotion, so he had to 
dodge the skewered chicken. He ducked and jumped back onto the next 
set of steps. 

"SNOTLOUT ! " 

The call came too late, by the time he turned around, I was already 
falling . 
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><p>"Mother, I'm fine. Really I am!"<p> 

It was in vain, mother was a complete mess over the whole ordeal. It 
really wasn't that bad, it was just a sprain. 

"Toothless Midnight Furious, this is not the time to underestimate 
the obvious ! " 

"Mother! It is just a sprain!" 

"Elder Gothi claimed it as broken!" 


I gave out a loud groan, and plopped my back onto the propped 



pillows. The wool blanket was too hot and itchy, and the straw in the 
mattress poked at my calves. I leaned back up to scratch my left 
leg . 

"Leave that splint alone or so help me-" 

"I'M SCRATCHING MY LEG!" 

"DO NOT RAISE YOUR VOICE AT ME!" 

While I continued to rub my nails against my skin, I tried very hard 
not to get my finger inside the splint to scratch my ankle. The wood 
used for the splint wasn't sanded right and the wrappings were made 
out of wool like everything else was. Wither I was lying still or 
constantly shifting, there was this terrible itch on my foot. 

The fall from the outpost wasn't far, luckily, but the hilly land 
made me land funny and rolled the joint. There was no pain, I only 
knew when I was injured by looking at the joint. My toes were 
pointing outward instead of forward, and my foot was wrung to the 
side as well. It was odd seeing my foot looking normal while the rest 
looked funky, as if someone broke a doll's foot off only to place it 
on funny. 

I wouldn't say it was a haze, but I did feel like I zoned out on the 
trip to Gothi ' s . I wasn't numb, I could sense the pressure and 
temperature of the elder's nails, but I couldn't feel the sharpness 
or the chips of them. And I only passed out because of the smell of 
lavender in her hut, the lovely smelling plant could put anyone to 
sleep . 

Sure the foot looked like it was leaning a little too far to one 
side, but that was what the splint was for. 

A sigh escaped my mom's lips. "Toothless, I know this is hard to come 
to terms with, but you must understand. Your foot is broken and you 
need rest in order to heal it." 

"I know that mom. Just watch me, in a week I'll be up and running 
again . " 

"This break will last longer than just a weekaC 1 " 

"It's a sprain." I reasoned. 

With another defeated look, she continued to try and tell me about my 
condition. I kept eye contact but let my mind wander. 

I knew of my condition, my leg is injured and now I am force to stay 
here against my will until I healed. Stupid Snotlout and his 
ignorance to his surroundingsaC 1 Thankfully word spread that he 
injured a fellow classmate as was punished by Stoic himself. I don't 
know who told what, but I'm grateful for whoever did. 

In a way, this injury was a good thing. Now immobile, there is no 
possible way for me to do dragon training. No more useless teachers, 
no more annoying teens, just me and my dragon. Speaking of which, 
this leaves me free to visit the cove. Mom, thanks to my injury, now 
has to do all my chores. With her own jobs to do, that leaves me with 
hours of time by myself. I could easily sneak out and see Twiggy. 



Frecklesa€ 1 ? 


Gotta come up with a namea€ 1 

"-food will be here on your nightstand and anything else you need 
will be in the drawer. I'll be either downstairs or in the fields in 
hearing range so yell if there is something else you 
want . " 

" Hmmm " 

"I'll be leaving an extra blanket on the floor by your bed. And if 
you're still cold after that, your scarf will be wrapped around the 
post of your bed." 

"Sure. " 

"I'm sorry that this happened Toothless. We'll get through this. You 
know that you can always trust me right?" 

"Of course." 

Mom smiled and gave me a kiss on my forehead. With the food by the 
bed along with the scarf and blanket, she made her way to the 
door . 

"I'll be in the fields with the sheep, a female gave birth to a 
hiccup and the little guy is starting to wander. Sweet dreams my 
little Fury . " 

"See ya ma . " 

With the door closing, I grabbed the roll on the platter next to me 
and started to eat. The bread was still warm and I could taste the 
butter on the crust. This was good quality bread, the baker woman 
must have taken pity for me and made a batch for mom. The inside was 
moist and soft, was this sour bread? There was something else there 
too, an herb of some sort: rosemary, sage, what was it? Whatever it 
was, it was good. Slightly bitter, but I liked it. 

What did mom said she was doing, something about a hiccup in the 
herd? 

Hiccupa€ 1 

Hiccup ! 

Yeah, that could work! My Mystic Devil has that defensive spasm, and 
is abnormally small for a dragon his size. Yeah, this is perfect! 
Hiccup, the Mystic Devil. 

I was chuckling. A grin was spread wide across my face. When did that 
get there? I couldn't stop laughing. I tried to cover it up but only 
ended up with more snorts and giggles. There was this tight warmth in 
my chest, and my body tried to cover it up as if it was something 
precious and that no one but me could have it. 

I was excited. 

I was looking forward to seeing my Mystic Devil. I was excited to 



tell him about his new name. I couldn't wait to see Hiccup tomorrow. 

I wanted to jump up right now and run to the cove, if I made it in 
time I could spend the rest of the night with- 

MY PROMISE! 

THE COVE ! 

I wasn't laughing anymore, the warm feeling left and cold, hollow air 
replaced it. 

followed by a sharp jolt of pain from when my splint hit the bedpost 
in my revelation. 

"LOKI'S LUTIOUS LOCKS!" 
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><p>How to Train Your Dragon belongs to Cressida Cowell. <p> 


10. first flight 

I shifted the ice block off my leg as soon as mother left. No matter 
how much my leg hurt from the bedpost, I refuse to leave the ice 
there to numb my foot. Besides, I had more pressing matters in mind 
than my leg. 

Hiccup was expecting me to come and visit him. I had promised him 
yesterday that I would, but that was all before the accident . If I 
had two feet, then I would be able to leave earlier and make it to 
the cove with the day to ourselves. Thing is now with this splint, I 
can't move as I used to. I can barely feel anything at all in 
fact . 

But that doesn't mean I can't try. 

I gently laid my foot down, feeling slightly lightheaded from my time 
lying down. Moving across my room was easy enough. There was a limp 
in my stride, and I took care to note about the wood hitting the 
floor. When closing the door, I nearly cried out again as the door 
wedged my foot between it and the doorframe. Biting my lip, I pulled 
my leg out of the way and shuffled my way off the second story. 

Now came the hard part. I eyed the steps carefully. I could see if I 
could swing the splint leg up and around, but I could throw off my 
balance doing so. I was able to bend my leg, but only slight. Maybe I 
could hug the wall while I go down. Deciding on that last idea, I 
leaned over and planted both hand on the wall. I was almost down when 
my splint slipped, and with nothing else to grab, I tumbled the rest 
of the way down. Luckily, my leg was left unharmed and was raised 
above the rest of my body. Not suffering from anything major, I 
hopped from furniture to furniture. I was starting to perpetrate, and 
I haven't even left my own house yet! 

Taking the back door risked being spotted by mom, but then it would 
be clear from them on. The front door would be a clean getaway, but 
later would lead me to the village. Any other time I would have a 
blast sneaking alley to alley to avoid the crowd, though now I know 
that wouldn't be with my new dead-weight. My best bet was with my 



mother . 


I could say I was trying to sneak my way back into dragon 
training . 

Watching the door this time, I managed to successfully to get out of 
the house unnoticed. Mother was over the hill with the flock, but for 
the next three acres I would be in view with her if I'm not careful. 
For the first time in my life, I was thankful that the tall, scratchy 
grass made it difficult for anyone to see anything. 

Dragging my leg was harder outside than in. The flat piece where my 
foot was resting slipped on the pebbles and sunk in the damp dirt. I 
had to crawl my way passed mother, and not to risk getting anything 
stuck, I had to keep my leg above the ground as I do so. 

I hate this. To think I had to get on my hands and knees in order to 
sneak past my own mother! Grass kept getting into my hair and my left 
leg was quickly getting tired from it's awkward rising and falling 
whenever I started or stopped 
crawling . 

"Baaaa ! " 

"Shh! " 

"Baaaaaaaa ! " 

"Shut it ewe!" 

"Baaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa ! " 

And on top of everything else, I had a lamb who made it it's goal to 
get me caught . 

"Come now Hiccup! Don't stray too far now!" I heard my mom shout 
across the field. I also heard her stepping closer. I paused, praying 
that the grass was enough to hide my black vest. 

With a bleat and a hop, the ewe left along with my mother. I let out 
a breath, releasing the cramps that formed during my panic. 
Afterwards, the rest of the trek went without a hitch. 

Once I broke through the tree-line, I stopped and took a breather. I 
was a mess. I was sweating absolutely everywhere. Panic and tension 
coursed through me during my stunt, my nose slick with it. My elbows 
and knees were damp, not with sweat, but with the dew that was on the 
grass. Thankfully my splint was only suffering from a few specks of 
dirt, even if inside it my leg was overly warm. 

I look towards the forest and groaned. If going through a grass field 
was this hard, how was I going to get through an overgrown forest? 

The mud and dirt were the only things I had to worry about, but now I 
had to go through tree trunks, fallen logs, shrubs, and boulders 
eventually. I'd never make it at this rate. 

I heard a growling noise. 

I looked up and found that, while it took too long to get to the 
forest, the morning was not yet done. But if that was so, then why 



was my stomach growling. Better yet, why couldn't I _feel_ my stomach 
growling? 

This time I looked towards the woods, where I could now hear 
rustling, and found a pair of green eyes peeking through the trunks. 
Lo and behold, there is Hiccup. His huge eyes flickered up and down 
my body, stopping when spotting the splint. I could see his large 
expressive eyes speak, his brows questioning on this new device I had 
with me . 

I got up, hoping that Hiccup couldn't see my knee shake. "What are 
you doing here?" I whispered. 

A whining croon much too loud came out of his non-mouth. I promptly 
shushed him. 

"You can't be here!" I looked back, mother didn't notice. "_WE_ can't 
be here ! " 

I went around him, actually using him as a crutch to move. Hiccup 
whined again, looking back to watch me but not moving. 

"Shhh!" I shifted my hands off his hip to a tree, mindful of the 
twigs strewn about. 

I did this for a few more rounds, leaning and shoving my way from 
tree to tree as I slowly a€"oh so slowly- made my way forward. And I 
only stopped when noticing that Hiccup wasn't following. 

I looked back, "why aren't you coming?" His eyes were still on me, 
probably haven't even left my splint. It somewhat unnerved me how 
focused he was. If I didn't know better, I would have though that he 
was thinking of snapping at it. 

Or whacking it, being with his lack of mouth and all. 

Perhaps I spoke too soon. Hiccup was inching closer to me, eyes never 
leaving my leg. His head lowered and he was crouching, pupils 
dilating into a finer slit. Then he just sat there, not a single 
scale twitching. 

My hairs didn't stand on end, I didn't even sweat, but I still was 
nervous at Hiccup's behavior. Forcing myself to look in front of me, 

I couldn't quite relax my shoulders. And not three steps later, I 
found myself being carried. I was nearly choking on my collar, I 
thrashed and kicked to loosen the grip. I could feel the brush 
whizzing pass my feet, just inches above the ground. My body jerked 
left and right as Hiccup dodged the trees. As we broke through trees, 
could see that we were heading off a steep hill. 

"Hiccup! What in Thor's name are you-?!" 

I jerked again as he readjusted me, and I am not ashamed in saying 
that I screamed when we took off together. Now only dangling by my 
vest, I held on to anything as I continued to see myself climbing 
higher into the sky. I looked back frantically to see how far the 
ground was, only to have my stomach churn to see myself over the 
ocean. We dove when going over the edge into a trench. I eyed the 
walls, not liking how sharp the rocks looked. My panic only worsened 
when we hit the open waters. My voice cracked as it went higher, I 



hardly stopped screaming. 


I believe I can honestly say that I had never before been as scared 
as I did right now. I may hate Berk, and have often dreamed of 
leaving the isle, but I never wanted to see my home fading into the 
distance as I was being taken away with a dragon. 

Through the sea spray I took a gulp of air before finally sharing how 
I felt. 

"STOOOOOP ! " 

My hands were numb from holding on so tight. 

" I WANT TO GO BACK ! " 

My eyes stung from the cold air. 

" TAKE ME BACK ! " 

The winds cut my skin. 

"Take me back! NOW!" 
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><p>On land once more I immediately fell down and scrambled my way 
back into the roots of a tree. Curling inwards as best I could, I 
glared at the abashed dragon. I felt no remorse as I see him shuffle 
on his four paws and spot his wings drape tightly on his body.<p> 

I felt betrayed. 

Even worse, I felt used. 

I was cold and wet from our flight, and I was shivering. I knew I 
should stay in the sun to dry rather than bunker in a tree, but I 
wouldn't allow myself. Hiccup got down low and stretched his arms 
towards my leg, which couldn't fit through the tangled roots. 

"Back off." 

Hiccup flinched back. There was no venom in my words, but my message 
was clear: I wanted to be left alone. 

I lied there, shivering. I tried to warm up, rubbing my hands 
together and breathing hot air, but my wet clothes made it difficult. 
I was trying to sleep my way through the cold when I felt warmth. Did 
I manage to fall asleep? Was that the sunlight? How long was I down 
for? 

I opened my eyes to see a fire beside the entrance of the tree, too 
far away from reaching inside to me, but close enough to my exposed 
foot. I couldn't see where the Mystic Devil went, but as long as he 
was gone I was going to make use of the flames. 

Not much time had passed, it was only now noon. The sun was high and 

the cove blocked out most of the harsher winds. All in all, I was 

steadily getting warmer and warmer. I took off my boot and vest to 
let dry, and to bring back feeling in my toes. Looking closer at my 



vest, I realized that there were holes. The blemished were tiny and 
formed a perfect arc in the material. 

Before I looked further into it, I heard flapping from above. In a 
moment of panic, I tried to throw myself back under the tree. Though 
my plan was countered with Hiccup landing, right in front of the 
entrance, and I doubt it was a coincidence. 

I glared at him. I tried to help him and what does he go and do? He 
kidnaps me! Couldn't the o so brilliant dragon realize that I was 
making my way back to him? How even through my injury I tried to keep 
my promise and meet up with him? No, he doesn't. He took one look at 
me and flies off the island, with me as an unwilling guest! I was 
angry, and I wanted to give him a piece of my mind. What he did was 
unforgivable . 

"You're ruining all my clothes." 

But I forgave him. If there was one thing I hated more than anything 
else on this world, was lairs. So I refuse to become one of them. I 
gave my word to Hiccup that I would hear him out, and I fully intend 
on keeping that promise. So he better have one Hel of a good 
story . 

Hiccup ducked his head, his nose touching the floor, and let out a 
sorrowful croon. He curled his tail around him, but still refused to 
move . 

I let out a sigh. Even if I was mad I couldn't exactly blame him. I 
basically told him I would be the one person to hear his full story, 
of course he would be desperate. But shouldn't Hiccup know that he 
should at least explain something to me before launching me up in the 
sky? 

Even if we couldn't actually talk to each other, I want to understand 
all that I could. How can one not be curious to find out what caused 
a dragon to put itself into danger time and time again? 

My muse broke as I look peculiarly at Hiccup. A brow rose as I see 
how fidgety he was. Hiccup's head rose and ducked, the tip of his 
tail flickered, and his hands never stopped shifting. As I look 
closer, I also notice how oddly he was holding his hands. 

Hiccup's hands were meant to lie flat on the ground, even if his 
nails were making his finger/toes to rise. But here he was holding 
his weight on the sides of his hand, his elbows jutting out to the 
sides. No wonder he was shuffling them that looked uncomfortable. 

He also didn't know what to do with his eyes. It seemed that he 
wanted to look me in the eye, but would always shy away to something 
else or look down. 

"What do you want?" I asked. 

With a resolved look, he nodded his head and lowered his chin on top 
of his hands. He had to shuffle back but he was then up on his feet 
properly this time. Hiccup walked up to me and plopped his head on my 
lap . 

"What, are, you doing?" 



As the odd dragon rose I saw something where his chin used to be. It 
was a cooked fish, smoked and lightly sprinkled with seasoning. It 
was warm too, so it was recently cooked. And I also knew that it was 
gutted, a clean line could be seen through the stomach. It obviously 
wasn't Hiccup who cooked the meat. 

"Where did you get this?" I asked slowly. 

Hiccup looked up, so I did as well. The sky was blue, with a few 
clouds. There was nothing else. I back at him and tell him so, and 
the beast had the gall to roll his eyes at me! 

With _his_ brow quirked and eye half lidded, he slowly scratched the 
ground in my perspective. He made four lines that were shaped into a 
wide arrow, and within that arrow he carefully made a fish. He 
finished his "explanation" by drawing a circle above the whole thing 
Hiccup then looked at me, as if I completely understood what he laid 
out for me. 

I blinked. 

He gave me a deadpan look and gestured back to the dirt. 

I blinked twice. 

Hiccup let out a puff of smoke through his nostrils. He pointed a 
claw at the circle then rested on his hindquarters in order to raise 
his hand high, this time his claw pointed straight up. He did this a 
few more times, as if he were trying to simplify something to a 
toddler . 

Bottling my anger, red in the face I looked up again at the sky. 
Nothing changed from the last time I looked, but I tried to find 
something anyways. Obviously I was missing something, but I couldn't 
exactly figure out what. 

Just before I started ripping my hair, my stomach growled. Taking 
reassurance that it was indeed my stomach making the noise, I tried 
to figure out how I was hungry already. I often sat out lunch in 
favor of snacking, I enjoyed staying alone and most of the time the 
Mead Hall was busy with activity after the raids. Whenever a raid 
hit, it left a good number of people homeless until repairs are done 
This also meant that there was no way to make there own food. While 
the cooks couldn't prepare for three meals a day, they could provide 
a hearty lunch. Plus with Viking not normally possessing the skill 
for cooking, they mooch off of the chiefs as long as they 
could . 

Hiccup looked up and looked expectantly at me, ears open and pointed 
up. Then it came to me, it was noon: lunchtime, the fish was gutted: 
prepared by a human. I looked again at the picture. 

I turned sharply, "you snuck into the village?!" 

He tried to look proud, but was anxious about my reaction. I could 
imagine a missing smirk on his face, along with a nervous chuckle. 

I looked at the fish still in my lap. By now I was mostly warmed up, 
but my belly churned was still churning from my flight. Any other 



time I would be impressed and dig in, but I couldn't eat anything 
else. Even if I only had a loaf of bread today. 


"You can have it." I used two fingers to hold the fish by it's tail. 
Hiccup cocked his head. I moved the fish at arms length in his 
direction, waving it in front of his face. He crooned as he cocked 
the other way. 

"Go on, eat it." 

Hiccup scooted forward and slowly extended his neck toward the 
offering. He still looked unsure. 

"I won't bite." I half-sang to him. 

I watched Hiccup carefully as he took the fish out of my hand, I 
almost missed his jaw moving. I couldn't feel his mouth as the fish 
left with is head, but I could see it dangling. In a flash Hiccup 
threw the fish in the air and leaned his neck back to catch it. At 

this position I could see the underside of his jaw. I concentrated on 

this as the fish fell slowly down. I was disappointed to see the fish 

land on a still invisible grip and swallow whole. The fish left a 

noticeable bulge as it made it's way to the dragon's torso. 

Still no mouth. 

I sat back down, I had leaned forward in anticipation, and was 
immediately rammed by a thankful Hiccup. He was purring and rubbing 
his face, nearly knocking me into the fire. 

I chuckled. I have to admit that it was cute, like a needy cat who 
knows it was about to be petted. I grinned at him as I said, "Sure, 
anytime Hiccup!" 

He backed up, eyes and ears open. 

"Hiccup, " I explained, "that is your new name." 

Hiccup smiled. 
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><p>I couldn't stay any longer in the cove, mother would eventually 
check up on me. By now she should be done with most of the chores. 
That and I really wanted my bed back. I didn't tell Hiccup, but my 
leg was starting to hurt, I'd imagine it was from all the abuse and 
whiplash it has been through. <p> 

Luckily Hiccup thought of something already. He knew I couldn't climb 
up to the opening, so he let me mount his shoulders. A quick trip up 
the tree and we were strolling passed the trees. 

I may not know much about Hiccup's species, but I knew for certain 
that the Mystic Devil was supposed to live in the forest. Hiccup had 
this one thumb-claw that normally rested on the opposite end of his 
other claws. As he was climbing the claw flexed inwards, forming a 
more human-like hand, with it he was able to climb up with a good 
grip. And he was able to slither over and through the woods. Hiccup's 
build may not be bulky, but it was flexible. But he was still clumsy 
though, I fell of one time when Hiccup was trying to hop his back 



legs over a log. He ended up clipping it and making me fall off 
balance . 

Thankfully we didn't run into anymore trouble as we entered the 
field, mother must have been in the barn. The only problem was that 
there was no way I could make up the stairs. Getting down was one 
thing, but the steps were too steep to for my splint to travel 
up . 

"Hiccup, " I whispered, "how am I supposed to get back to my room?" I 
pointed upwards to show him where my room was. He only nodded and 
flexed his thumb-claw as he climbed up as if the side of the house 
was a ladder. We managed to somehow squeeze through the window 
together and Hiccup set me down. 

I gave his head a pat as Hiccup started leaving back out the window. 
Before he left though, he looked back and gurgled something to me, 
his eyes glowing. 

I just smiled, "see you tomorrow too, bud." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>How to Train Your Dragon belongs to Dreamworks , <p> 
Inspired by Cressida Cowell. 


End 
f ile . 



